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PREFACE. 

IT  has  been  a  long  Complaint  of  the  vir- 
tuous and  refined  World,  that  Poefy^ 
vvhofe  Original  is  Divine,  fhould  be  en- 
flaved  to  Vice  and  Profanenefs  j  that  an 
Art  infpired  from  Heaven,  fnould  have  fo  far 
loft  the  Memory  of  its  Birth-place,  as  to  be 
engaged  in  the  Interefts  of  Hell.  How  un- 
happily is  it  perverted  from  its  moil  glorious 
Defign  !  How  bafely  has  it  been  driven  away 
from  its  proper  Station  in  the  Temple  of  God, 
and  ab'uled  to  much  Difhonour  !  The  Iniquity 
of  Men  has  conftrained  it  to  ferve  their  vileit 
Purpofes,  while  the  Sons  of  Piety  mourn  the 
Sacrilege  and  the  Shame. 

The  deleft  Song  which  Hiftory  has  brought 
down  to  our  Ears,  was  a  noble  Act  of  Worfhip 
paid    to   the   God    of  Ifrael,  v,  his  Right 

Hand  became  glorious  in  Power  ;  when  thy  Right 
Hand,    0  Lord,  dafhed  in    Pieces  the  f 
the  Chariot s    of  Pharaoh    and  his  L  ere 
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caft  into  the  Red-Sea  ;  Thou  didft  blow  with  thy 
IVind,  the  Deep  covered  them,  and  theyfank  as 
Lead  in  t]je  mighty  Waters,  Exod.  xv.  This 
Art  was  maintained  facred  through  the  follow- 
ing Ages  of  the  Church,  and  employed  by 
Kings  and  Prophets,  by  David,  Solomon, 
and  Isaiah,  in  defcribing  the  Nature  and  the 
Glories  of  God,  and  in  conveying  Grace  or 
Vengeance  to  the  Hearts  of  Men.  By  this 
Method  they  brought  fo  much  of  Heaven 
down  to  this  lower  World,  as  the  Darknefs  of 
that  Difpenfation  would  admit  :  And  now  and 
then  a  divine  and  poetic  Rapture  lifted  their 
Souls  far  above  the  Level'  of  that  OEconomy 
of  Shadows,  bore  them  away  far  into  a  brighter 
Region,  and  gave  them  a  Glimpfe  of  Evange- 
lic Day.  The  Life  of  Angels  was  harmoni- 
oufly  breathed  into  the  Children  of  Adam, 
and  their  Minds  raifed  near  to  Heaven  in  Me- 
lody and  Devotion  at  once. 

In  the  younger  Days  of  Heathenifm  the 
Mufes  were  devoted  to  the  fame  Service  :  the 
Language  in  which  oMHesiod  addrefTes them 
is  this : 

Pierian  Mufes,  famd  for  heavenly  Lays, 
Defcend,  andfing  the  God  your  Father  sPraife. 
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And  he  purfues  the  Subjeft  in  ten  pious  Lines, 
which  I  could  not  bear  to  transcribe,  if  the 
Afpe6t  and  Sound  of  fo  much  Greek  v/ere  not 
terrifying  to  a  nice  Reader. 

But  fome  of  the  latter  Poets   of  the  Pagan 
World  have   debafed  this   Divine  Gift  ;  and 
many  of  the  Writers  of  the  firft  Rank,  in  this 
our  Age  of  National  Chrifiians^  have,   to  their 
eternal  Shame,  furpaffed  the  vileft  of  the  Gen* 
tiles.     They  have  not  only  difrobed  Religion 
of  all  the  Ornaments  of  Verfe,  but   have  em- 
ployed their  Pens  in  impious  Mifchief,  to   de- 
form  her   native   Beauty,  and  defile  her  Ho- 
nours.    They  have   expofed  her  moft  facred 
Character  to  Drollery,    and  dreffed  her  up  in  a 
mod  vile  and  ridiculous  difguife,  for  the  Scorn 
of  the  ruder  Herd  of  Mankind.     The  Vices 
have  been  painted  like  fb  many  Qoddeffes,  the 
Charms  of  Wit  have  been   added  to  Debau- 
chery,  and  the  Temptation  heightened  where 
Nature  needs  the  ftrongeft  Reftraints.     With 
Sweetnefs    of  Sound,  and  Delicacy  of  Expref- 
fion,  they  have  given  a  Relifh  to  Blafphemies 
of  the  harfheft  kind  ;  and  when  they  rant  at 
their  Maker  in  fonorous  Numbers,  they  fancy 
themfelves  to  have  adled  the  Hero  well. 

THusalmoft  in  vain  have  the  Throne  and 
the  Pulpit  cried  Reformation;  while  the  Stage 
and  licentious  Poems  have  waged  open  War 
with  the   pious  Defign  of  Church  and  State. 
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The  Prefs  has  fpread  the  Poifon  far,  and  feat- 
tered  wide  the  mortal  Infection  :  Unthinking 
Youth  have   been  enticed  to  Sin  beyond  the 
vicious  Propenfities  of  Nature,  plunged  early 
into  Difceafes  and   Death,  and  funk    down  to 
Damnation   in    Multitudes.     Was   it  for  this, 
that  Poefy  was   endued  with    all  thofe  allure- 
ments that  lead  the  Mind  away    in  a  pleafing 
Captivity  ?  Was  it  for  this,  ftie  was  furnifhed, 
with  fo    many  intellectual  Charms,    that    fhe 
might  (educe  the  Heart  from  GOD,  the  ori- 
ginal Beauty,  and  the  mod  lovely  of  Beings  ? 
Can  I  ever  be  perfuaded,  that  thofe  fweet  and 
refiftlefs  Forces  of  Metaphor,  Wit,  Sound,  and 
Number,  were  given  with  this  Defign,  that 
they  fhould  be  all  ranged  under  the  Banner  of 
the  great  malicious  Spirit,  to  invade  the  Rights 
of  Heaven,  and  to  bring  fwifc  and  everlafting 
Dedruftion  upon  Men?   How  will  thefe  Allies 
of  the    nether  World,  the   leud  and  profane 
Verfifiers,  ftand  aghaft  before  the  great  Judge, 
when  the  Blood  of  many   Souls,  whom   they 
never  faw,  fhall  be  laid  to  the  Charge  of  their 
Writings,  and  be  dreadfully  required  at  their 
Hands  ?  The  Reverend  Mr.  Collier    has  fet 
this  awful  Scene  before  them  in  juft  and  flam- 
ing Colours.     If  the  Application  were  not  too 
rude  and  uncivil,  that  noble  Stanza  of  my  Lord 
Roscommon,   on   Pfalm  cxlviii.  might  be  ad- 
drefled  to  them  : 


Te 
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Te  Dragons,  whofe  contagious  Breath 
Peoples  the  dark  Retreats  of  Death, 
Change  your  dire  Hiffings  into  Heavenly  Songs, 
And  praife  your   Maker    with  your  forked 
Tongues. 

This  Profanation  and  Debafement  of  fo  di- 
vine an  Art,  has  tempted  fome  weaker  Chri- 
ftians  to  imagine  that  Poetry  and  Vice  are  na- 
turally akin  ;  or,  at  leaft,  that  Verfe  is  fit  only 
to  recommend  Trifles,  and  entertain  our  loo- 
fer  Hours,  but  it  is  too  light  and  trivial  a  me- 
thod to  treat  any   thing  that  is  ferious  and  fa- 
cred.     They  fubmit,  indeed,  to  ufe  it  in  Di- 
vine Pfalmody,  but  they  love  the  drieft  Tranf- 
lation  of  the  Pfalm  beft.     They  will  venture 
to  fing  a  dull  Hymn  or  two  at  Church,  inTunes 
of  equal  Dulnefs  ;  but  ftill  they  perfuade  them- 
felves,  and  their  Children,  that  the  Beauties  of 
Poefy  are  vain  and  dangerous.     All  that  arifes 
a  Degree  above  Mr.    Sternhold   is  too  airy 
for  Worfhip,    and  hardly  efcapes  the  Sentence 
of  unclean  and  abominable.     'Tis  ftrange,  that 
Perfons  that   have  the  Bible  in  their  Hands, 
fhould  be   led  away  by   thoughtlefs  Prejudices 
to  fo  wild  and  rafh  an  Opinion.     Let  me  en- 
treat them  not  to  indulge  this  four,  this  cenfo- 
rious  Humour  too  far,  left  the  Sacred  Writers 
fall  under  the  Lafh  of  their  unlimited   and  un- 
guarded Reproaches.     Let  me  entreat  them  to 
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look  into  their  Bibles,  and  remember  the  Style 
and  Way  of  Writing  that  is  ufed  by  the  anci- 
ent Prophets.  Have  they  forgot,  or  were 
they  never  told,  that  many  Parts  of  the  Old 
Teftament  are  Hebrew  Verfe  ?  and  the  Figures 
are  ftronger,  and  the  Metaphors  bolder,  and 
the  Images  more  furprizing  and  ftrange  than 
ever  I  read  in  any  profane  Writer.  When 
Deborah  fings  her  Praifes  to  the  G  O  D  of 
Ifrael,  where  he  marched  from  the  Field  of 
Edom\  flie  fets  the  Earth  a  t  the  H 

njens  drop,  and  the  Mc  uefrom  before 

the  Lord.  1 'bey  fought  from  Heaven,  the  Stars 
in  their  Courfes  fought  agamft  Si  sera  :  TVb.n 
the  River  cf  Kilhonfivept  them  away,  that  an- 
cient River,  the  River  Kifhcn.  O  my  Soul, 
tboubaft trodden  down  Strength,  Judg.  v.  fefr. 
When  Eliphaz,  in  the  Book  of  fob,  (peaks 
his  Senfe  of  the  Holinefs  of  God,  he  intro- 
duces a  Machine  in  a  Vifion  :  Fear  came  upon 
me,  Trembling  on  all  my  Bones,  the  Hair  of 
my  F!ejh  flood  up  ;  a  Spirit  puffed  by  and  flood  fill, 
hut  its  Form  was  nndifcernible  ;  an  Image  before 
mine  Eyes  -,  and  Silence  -,  Then  I  heard  a  Voice^ 
faying,  Shall  mortal  Man  be  more  j lift  than  God? 
&c.  fob  iv.  When  he  defcribes  the  Safety  of 
the  Righteous,  he  hides  him  from  the  Scourge  of 
the  Tongue,  he  makes  him  laugh  at  Dejlruclion 
and  Famine,  he  brings  the  Stones  of  the  Field 
into   League  with    bim7  and  makes  the  Brute 
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Animals  enter  into  a  Covenant  of  Peace,  Job 
v.  21,  &c.  When  Job  fpeaks  of  the  Grave, 
how  melancholy  is  the  Gloom  that  he  fpreads 
over  it !  It  is  a  Region  to  which  I  muft  fhortly 
go,  and  whence  IJhall  not  return  ;  it  is  a  Land 
of  Darknefs,  it  is  Darknefs  it/elf  the  Land  of 
the  Shadow  of  Death  ;  all  Confufion  and  Dif- 
order?  and  where  the  Light  is  as  Darknefs.  This 
is  my  Houfe,  there  have  I  ?nade  my  Bed :  I  have 
faid  to  Corruption,  'Thou  art  my  Father?  and  to 
the  Worm,  Thou  art  my  Mother  and  my 
Sifter  :  As  for  my  Hope,  who  ftj  all  fee  it  ?  I  and 
my  Hope  go  down  together  to  the  Bars  of  the 
Pit,  Job  x.  21.  and  xvii.  13.  When  he 
humbles  himfelf  in  Complainings  before  the 
Almightinefs  of  GOD,  what  contemptible 
and  feeble  Images  doth  he  ufe  !  Wilt  thou  break 
a  Leaf  driven  to  and  fro  ?  Wi]t  thoupurfue  the 
dry  Stubble  ?  I  confume  away  like  a  rotten  thing? 
a  Garment  eaten  by  the  Moth,  Job  xiii.  25,  &c. 
Tbou  If  left  me  up  to  the  Wind,  thou  caufeft  me 
nit,  and  diffolveft  my  Subftance,  Job 
xxiii.  22.  Can  any  Man  invent  more  defpica- 
ble  Ideas  to  represent  the  Scoundrel  Herd  and 
Refufe  of  Mankind,  than  thofe  which  Job 
ufes  ?  Chap.  xxx.  and  thereby  he  aggravates 
his  own  Sorrows  and  Reproaches  to  Amaze- 
ment :  They  that  are  younger  than  I  have  me  in 
Derifion,  wbofe  Falhers  I  would   have  dfdd: 

fet  with  tie  Dogs  of  my  Flock  ;  for  Want 
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and  Famine  they  were  folitary  ;  fleeing  into  the 
Wildernefs  defolate  and  wafle  :  They  cut  up  Mal- 
lows by  the  Bufhes,  and  Juniper -roots  for  their 
Meat :  They  were  driven  forth  from  among  Men, 
( they    cried  after  them  as  after  a  Thief)  to  dwell 
in  the  Cliffs  of  the  Valleys,  in  Caves  of  the  Earth, 
end  in  Rocks  :  Among  the  Bufhes  they  brayed,,  un- 
der the  Nettles  they  were  gathered  together  \  they 
were   Children  of  Fools,  yea,  Children  of  bafe 
Men  ;  they  were  viler  than  the  Earth :  And  now 
am  I  their  Song,  yea,  I  am  their    By-word,  &c. 
How  mournful  and  dejedted  is  the  Language 
of  his  own   Sorrows!  1  errors  are  turned  upon 
him,  theypurfue  his  Soul  as  the  Wind,    and  his 
Welfare  paffes  away  as  a  Cloud ;  his  Bones  are 
pierced  within   him,  and  his  Soul  is  poured  out  ; 
he  goes  mourning  without  the  Sun,  a  Brother  to 
Dragons,  and  a  Companion   to  Owls  \  while  his 
Harp  and  Organ  are  turned  into  the  Voice  of 
them  that  weep.     I  muffc  tranfcribe  one  half  of 
this  holy  Book,  if  I  would  (hew  the  Grandeur, 
the  Variety,  and  the  Juftnefs  of  his   Ideas,  or 
the  Pomp  and  Beauty  of  his  Expreflion  :  I  muft 
copy  out  a  good  part  of  the  Writings  of  David 
and  Isaiah,  if  I  would  reprefent  the  poetical 
Excellencies  of  their  Thoughts  and  Style  :  Nor 
is  the  Language  of  the  lefler  Prophets,  efpeci- 
ally    in     fome   Paragraphs,    much  inferior  to 
thefe. 

Now  while  they  paint  human  Nature  in  its 
various  Forms  and  Circumftances,  if  their  De- 
fining be  fojuft  and  noble,  their  Difpofition 
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fo  artful,  and  their  Colouring  fo  bright,  beyond 
the  mod  famed    human   Writers,    how  much 
more  muft  their  Defcriptions  of  God  and  Hea- 
ven   exceed  all  that  is  poilible  to  be  faid  by  a 
meaner  Tongue  ?  When    they   fpeak  of  the 
Dwelling-place  of  G  O  D,  He  inhabits  Eternity  y 
and  fits  upon  the  'Throne  of  his   Holinefs,  in  the 
midjl  of  Light  inacceffible.    When  his  Holinefs 
is  mentioned,  The  Heavens  are  not  clean  in  his 
Sights  he  charges  his    Angels  with  Folly  :  He 
looks  to  the  Moon,  and  it  fljineth  not,  and  the  Stars 
are  not  pure  before  his  Eyes  :   He  is  a  jealous  God, 
and  a  conf timing  Fire,    If  we  fpeak  of  Strength, 
Behold,  he  isftrong  :  He  removes  the  Mountains, 
and  they  know  it  not.  He  overturns  them  in  his 
''Anger  ;  He  jhakes  the  Earth  from  her  Place,  and 
her  Pillars  tremble :  He  makes  a  Path  through 
ile  mighty  Waters,  he  dif covers  the  Foundations  of 
the  World:  The  Pillars  of    Heaven    are  aflo- 
nifhed  at  his   Reproof.     And  after  all,  Thefe  are 
but  a  Portion  of  his  Ways  :  The  Thunder  of  his 
Power  who   can  underfiand  ?  His  Sovereignty, 
his  Knowledge,  and  his  Wifdom,  are  revealed 
to  us  in  Language  vaftly  fuperior  to  all  the  po- 
etical Accounts  of  Heathen  Divinity.     Let  the 
Pctfjerds  ftrive  with  the  Potjherds  of  the  Earth  ; 
but  fijall  the  Clay  fay    to  him  that  fafhioneth  it, 
What  makejl   thou  ?  He  bids   the  Heavens  drop 
down  from   above,  and  let  the  Skies  pour  down 
Right eoufnefs.     He    commands   the  Sun,    and  it 
rijeih  not,  and  he  feaktb  up  the  Stars.     It  is  he 
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that  faith  to  the  Deep,  Be  dry,  and  he  drieth  tip 
the  Rivers.  Woe  to  them  thatfeek  deep  to  hide 
their  Counfel from  the  Lord  -,  his  Eyes  are  upon 
all  their  Ways,  he  underflands  their  Thoughts 
cfar  off.  Hell  is  naked  before  him,  and  De- 
Jirutlion  hath  no  Covering.  He  calls  out  all  the 
Stars  by  their  Names,  he  fruflrateth  the  Tokens 
cf  the  Liars,  and  makes  the  Diviners  mad  \  He 
turns  wife  Men  backward,  and  their  Knowledge 
becomes  foolifh.  His  tranfcendent  Eminence 
above  all  things  is  moft  nobly  reprefented, 
when  he  Jits  upon  the  Circle  of  the  Earth,  and 
the  Inhabitants  thereof  are  as  Grajhoppers  :  All 
Nations  before  him  are  as  the  Drop  of  a  Bucket, 
and  as  the  f mall  Duft  of  the  Balance  :  He  takes 
up  the  Ifles  as  a  very  little  thing  ;  Lebanon,  with 
^all  her  Beafls,  is  notfufficientfor  a  Sacrifice  to 
this  God,  nor  are  all  her  Trees  fufficientfcr  the 
Burning.  ThisG  O  D,  before  whom  the  whole 
Creation  is  as  nothing,  yea,  lefs  than  nothing, 
and  Vanity.  To  which  of  all  the  Heathen  Gods 
then  will  ye  compare  me,  faith  the  Lord,  and 
<what  fball  I  be  likened  to  ?  And  to  which  of  all 
the  Heathen  Poets  fhall  we  liken  or  compare 
this  glorious  Orator,  thefacred  Defcriber  of  the 
Godhead  ?  The  Orators  of  all  Nations  areas 
nothing  before  him,  and  their  Words  are  Va- 
nity and  Emptinefs.  Let  us  turn  our  Eyes  now 
to  fome  of  the  Holy  Wi  itings,  where  G  O  D  is 
creating  the  World  :  How  meanly  do  the  beft 
of  the  Gentiles  talk  and  trifle  upon  this  Subject, 
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when  brought  into  Comparifon  with  Moses, 
whom  Longinus  himfelf,  a  Gentile  Critic, 
cites  as  a  Mafterof  the  Sublime  Style,  when  he 
chofe  to  ufe  it  •,  And  the  Lord  f aid,  Let  there  be 
Light,  and  there  was  Light ;  Let  there  be  Clouds 
and  Seas,  Sun  and  Stars,  Plants  and  Animals , 
and  behold  they  are :  He  commanded,  and  they 
appear  and  obey  :  By  the  Word  of  the  Lord 
were  the  Heavens  made,  and  all  the  Hoft  of  them 
by  the  Breath  of  his  Month  :  This  is  working 
like  aGOD,  with  infinite  Eafeand  Omnipo- 
tence. His  Wonders  of  Providence  for  the 
Terror  and  Ruin  of  his  Adverfaries,  and  for 
the  Succour  of  His  Saints,  is  fet  before  our 
Eyes  in  the  Scripture  with  equal  Magnificence, 
and  as  becomes  Divinity.  When  he  arifes  out 
of  his  Place,  the  Earth  trembles,  the  Founda- 
tions of  the  Hills  arejhaken  becanfe  he  is  wroth  : 
There  goes  a  Smoke  up  out  of  his  Nofirils,  and 
Fire  out  of  his  Mouth  devour eth,  Coals  are  kind- 
led by  it.  He  bows  the  Heavens,  and  comes  down, 
and  Darknefs  is  under  his  Feet.  7 he  Mountains 
melt  like  tVax^  and  flow  down  at  his  Prefence. 
If  Virgil,  Homer,  or  Pindar  were  to  pre- 
pare an  Equipage  for  adefcending  God,  they 
might  ufe  Thunder  and  Lightnings  too,  and 
Clouds  and  Fire,  to  form  a  Chariot  and 
Horfes  for  the  Battle,  or  the  Triumph  ;  but 
there  is  none  of  them  provides  him  a  Flight  of 
Cherubs  inftead  of  Horfes,  or  feats  him  in 
Chariots  of  Salvation.     David  beholds  him 
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riding  upon  the  Heaven  of  'Heavens ,  by  his  Name 
J  AH  :  He  was  mounted  upon  a  Cherub,  and  did 
fly,  he  flew  on  Wings  of  the  Wind  ;  and  Hab- 
bakkuk  fends  the  Peflilence  before  him.  Ho- 
mer keeps  a  mighty  Stir  with  his  Nep^yggsW  £w& 
and  Hesiod  with  his  zfc,  l^^h^.  Jupiter, 
that  raifes  up  the  Clouds,  and  that  makes  a 
Noife,  or  thunders  on  high.  But  a  Divine 
Poet  mades  the  Clouds  but  the  Duft  of  his  Feet  \ 
and  when  the  High  eft  gives  his  Voice  in  the 
Heavens,  Hail-ftones  and  Coals  of  Fire  follow. 
A  Divine  Poet  dif covers  the  Channels  of  the 
Waters,  and  lays  open  the  Foundations  of  Na- 
ture \  at  thy  Rebuke,  O  Lord,  at  the  Blafl  of 
the  Breath  of  thy  Noflrils.  When  the  HOLY 
ONE  alighted  upon  Mount  Sinai,  his  Glory 
covered  the  Heavens  :  He  flood  and  meafured  the 
Earth  :  He  beheld  and  drove  aj under  the  Na- 
tions, and  the  everlafliug  Mountains  were  flat- 
tered :  The  perpetual  Hills  did  blow  ;  his  Ways 
are  everlafting.  Then  the  Prophet  Jaw  the 
Tents  of  Cufhan  in  /IffliSiion,  and  the  Curtains 
of  the  land  of  Midian  did  tremble,  Hab.  iii. 
Nor  did  the  Blefifed  Spirit  which  animated 
thefe  Writers  forbid  them  the  Ufe  of  Vifions, 
Dreams,  the  opening  of  Scenes  dreadful  and 
delightful,  and  the  Introduction  of  Machines 
upon  great  Occafions  :  The  Divine  Licence  in 
this  refpedl  is  admirable  and  furprizing,and  the 
Images  are  often  too  bold  and  dangerous  for 
an  uninfpired  Writer  to  imitate.  Mr.  Dennis 

has 
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has  made  a  noble  Eflay  to  difcover  how  much 
iuperior  is  infpired  Poefy  to  the  brighteft  and 
beflDefcriptions  of  a  mortal  Pen.  Perhaps, 
if  his  Propofal  of  Criticifm  had  been  encou- 
raged and  purfued,  the  Nation  might  have 
learnt  more  Value  for  the  Word  of  G  O  D, 
and  the  Wits  of  the  Age  might  have  been 
fecured  from  the  Danger  of  Deifm  ;  while  they 
muft  have  been  forced  to  confefs  at  lead  the 
Divinity  of  all  the  poetical  Books  of  Scripture, 
when  they  fee  a  Genius  running  through  them 
more  than  human. 

Who  is  there  now  will  dare  to  after  t,  that 
the  Doctrines  of  our  Holy  Faith  will  not  in- 
dulge or  endure  a  delightful  Drefs  ?  Shall  the 
French  Poet  *  affright  us,  by  faying, 

De  lafoy  d\in  Chretien  les  Myfteres  terribles, 
D9  Ornemens  egayez  ne  font  point  fufceptibles  ? 

But  the  French  Critic  f,  in  his  Refle&ions 
upon  Eloquence,  tells  us,  "  That  the  Majefty 
"  of  our  Religion,  the  Holinefs  of  its  Laws, 
the  Purity  of  its  Morals,  the  Height  of  its 
Myfteries,  and  the  Imporance  of  every  Sub- 
ject that  belongs  to  it  requires  a  Grandeur, 
a  Noblenefs,  a  Majefty,  and  Elevation  of 
Style  tinted  to  the  Theme  :  Sparkling  Images 
"  and  magnificent  Expreffions  muft  be  tifed, 
"  and  are  beil  borrowed  from  Scripture  :  Let 

"  the 
*  Boileau.  f  Rapin, 
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"  the  Preacher,  that  aims  at  Eloquence,  read 
"  the  Prophets  inceflantly,  for  their  Writings 
"  are  an  abundant  Source  of  all  the  Riches 
"  and  Ornaments  of  Speech."  And,  in  my 
Opinion,  this  is  far  better  Counfel  than  Ho- 
race gives  us,  when  he  fays, 


Vos  exemplaria  Gr^ca 


Noftumd  verfate  Manu,  verfate  diurnd. 

As  in  the  Condudt  of  my  Studies  with  re- 
gard to  Divinity,  I  have  reafon  to  repent  of 
nothing  more  than  that  I  have  not  perufed  the 
Bible  with  more  frequency  ;  fo  if  I  were  to  fet 
up  for  a  Poet,  with  a  Defign  to  exceed  all  the 
modern  Writers.  I  would  follow  the  Advice  of 
Rapin,  and  read  the  Prophets  Night  and 
Day.  I  am  fure,  the  Compofures  of  the  fol- 
lowing Book  would  have  been  filled  with  much 
greater  Senfe,  and  appeared  with  much  more 
agreeable  Ornaments,  had  I  derived  a  larger 
Portion  from  the  Holy  Scriptures. 

Besides,  we  may  fetch  a  further  Anfwer 
to  Monf.  Boileau's  Objection,  from  other 
Poets  of  his  own  Country.  What  a  noble  Ufe 
have  Racine  and  Corneille  made  of  Chri- 
ftian  Subje&s,  in  fome  of  their  bed  Trage- 
dies ?  What  a  Variety  of  Divine  Scenes  are 
difplayed,  and  pious  Paffions  awakened  in  thofe 
Poems?  The  Martyrdom  of  Polyeucte, 
how  doth  it  reign  over  our  Love  and  Pity,  and 

at 
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at  the  fame  time  animate  our  Zeal  and  Devo- 
tion !  May  I  here  be  permitted  the  Liberty  to 
return  my  Thanks  to  that  fair  and  ingenious 
Hand  *  that  directed  me  to  fuch  Entertain- 
ments in  a  foreign  Language,  which  I  had 
long  wifhed  for,  and  fought  in  vain  in  our  own. 
Yet  I  muft  confefs,  that  the  Davideis,  and 
the  two  Arthurs,  have  10  far  anfwered  Boi- 
lkau's  Objection,  in  Englijh,  as  that  the  Ob- 
ftacles  of  attempting  ChriltianPoefy  are  broken 
down,  and  the  vain  Pretence  of  its  being  im- 
practicable, is  experimentally  confuted  f. 

It  is  true  indeed,  the  Chriflian  Mvfteries 
have  not  fuch  need  of  gay  Trappings  as 
beautified,  or  rather  compofed,  the  Heathen 
Superflition.  But  this  ftill  makes  for  the 
greater  Eafe  and  furer  Succefs  of  the  Poet. 
The  Wonders  of  our  Religion,  in  a  plain  Nar- 
ration and  a  fimpleDrefs,  have  a  native  Gran- 
deur, a  Dignity,  and  a  Beauty  in  them,  though 
they  do  not  utterly  difdain  all  Methods  of  Or- 
nament. The  Book  of  the  Revelations  feems 
to  be  a  Prophecy  in  the  Form  of  an  Opera,  or 
a  Dramatic  Poem,  where  Divine  Art  illuflrates 
theSubjeft  with  many  charming  Glories  ;  but 

ftill 

*  Philomela. 

•f  Sir  Richard  Blackmore,  in  his  admirable  Preface  to 
his  laft  Poem  entitled  Alfred,  has  more  copioufly  refuted 
all  Boileaus  Arguments  on  this  Subject,  and  that  with 
great  Juftice  and  Elegance,  1723.  I  am  perfuaded  that 
many  Perfons  who  defpife  the  Poem  would  acknowledge 
the  jufl:  Sentiments  of  that  Preface. 
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ftill  it  muft  be  acknowledged,  that  the  naked 
Themes  of  Chriftianity  have  fomething 
brighter  and  bolder  in  them,  fomething  more 
furprizing  and  celeftial  than  all  the  Adventures 
of  Gods  and  Heroes,  all  thedazling  Images  of 
falfe  Luftre  that  form  and  garnifh  a  Heathen 
Song  :  Here  the  very  Argument  would  give 
wonderful  Aids  to  the  Mufe,  and  the  heavenly 
Theme  would  fo  relieve  a  dull  Hour,  and  a 
languishing  Genius,  that  when  the  Mufe  nods, 
the  Senfe  would  burn  and  fparkle  upon  the 
Reader,  and  keep  him  feelingly  awake. 

Wit  how  much  lefs  Toil  and  Expence 
might  a  Dryden,  an  Otway,  a  Congreve, 
or  a  Dennis,  furnifh  out  a  Chriftian  Poem, 
than  a  modern  Play  ?  there  is  nothing  amongft 
all  the  ancient  Fables,  or  later  Romances,  that 
have  two  fiich  Extremes  united  in  them,  as 
the  Eternal  GOD  becoming  an  Infant  of  Days? 
the  Pofleflbr  of  the  Palace  of  Heaven  laid  to 
fleep  in  a  Manger  5  the  Holy  JESUS,  who 
knew  no  Sin,  bearing  the  Sins  of  Men  in  his 
Body  on  the  Tree  ;  Agonies  of  Sorrow  loading 
the  Soul  of  Him  who  was  GOD  over  all, 
bleffed  for  ever  ;  and  the  Sovereign  of  Life 
ftretching  his  Arms  on  a  Crofs,  bleeding  and 
expiring  :  The  Heaven  and  the  Hell  in  our 
Divinity  are  infinitely  more  delightful  and 
dreadful  than  the  childifh  Figments  of  a  Dog 
with  three  Heads,  the  Buckets  of  the  Betides, 
the  Furies  with  fnaky  Hairs,  or  all  the  flowry 

Stories 
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Stories  of  E  And  if  irvey  the  one 

as  Themes  divinel;   true,    and  the  other  as   a 

Medley  of  Fooleries  which  we  can  never  be- 
lieve, the  Advantage  for  i  ing  the  Springs 
of  I  n  will   fall  in  ■  Side   of 

iriftian  Peer ;  our  Wonder  and  our  L 
our  Pity,  D  >ng 

Train  of  Hopes  a  be  un- 

der   the   Co;  d    of  an   harmonious   P 

whole  every  Line  makes  a  Part  of  the  Reader!* 

ith,   and  is  the   ver  r   Death  of  his 

Soul. 

If  the  tricing  and  incredible  Tales  that  fur- 
ntfh  out  a  Tragedy,  are  fo  armed  bv  Wit  and 
I  :cy,  as  to  become  Sovereign  of  the  rational 
Powers,  to  triumph  over  all  the  Afiediops, 
and  manage  our  Smiles  and  our  Tears  at  Plea- 
sure; how  wondrous  a  Conqueft  might  be  ob- 
tained over  a  wild  World,  and  reduce  it,  at 
leaf!:,  to  Sobriety,  if  the  fame  happy  Talent 
were  employed  in  dreffing  the  Scenes  of  Reli- 
gion in  their  proper  Figures  of  Majefty, 
Sweetnefs,  and  Terror  ?  The  Wonders  of  Cre- 
ating Power,  of  Redeeming  Love,  and  Re- 
newing Grace,  ought  not  to  be  thus  impiouily 
neglected  by  thole  whom  Heaven  has  endued 
with  a  Gift  lb  proper  to  adorn  and  cultivate 
them  ;  an  Art  whole  fweet  Infinuations  might 
almoft  convey  Piety  in  refilling  nature,  and 
melt  the  hardeft  Souls  to  the  Love  of  Virtue. 
The  Affairs  of  this  Life,  with  their  Reference 

to 
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to  a  Life  to  come,  would  fliine  bright  in  a  Dra- 
matic Defcription  ;  nor    is  there  any  seed  or 
any  Reafon  why  we  fhould  always  borrow  the 
Plan  or  Hiftory  from  the  ancient  Jews,  or  pri- 
mitive Martyrs  ;  though  feveral  ofthefe  would 
furniflh  out  noble  Materials  for  this  fort  of  Poe- 
fy  :  But  modern  Scenes  would  be  better  under- 
ftood  by  moll  Pleaders,  and   the  Application 
would    be  much    more  eafy.     The  Anguiflh 
of  inward  Guilt,  the  fecret  Stings  and  Racks 
and  Scourges  ofConfcience  ;  the  fweet  retiring 
Hours,  andferaphical  Joys  of  Devotion  ;  the 
Viftory   of    a  refolved   Soul   over  a  thoufand 
Temptations ;  the  inimitable  Love  and  Paflion 
of  a  dying  GOD  ;  the  awful  Glories  of  the 
lafb  Tribunal  :  the  grand   decifive  Sentence, 
from  which  there  is  no  Appeal  ;  and  the  con- 
fequent  Tranfportsor  Horrors  of  the  two  eter- 
nal Worlds  ;  thefe  things  may  be  varioufly  dif- 
pofed,   and  form  many  Poems.     How  might 
flich  Performances,  under   a  Divine  Bleffing, 
call  back  the  dying  Piety  of  the  Nation  to  Life 
and  Beauty  ?    This  would  make  Religion  ap- 
pear like  itfelf,  and  confound  the  Blafphemies 
ot   a  profligate  World,   ignorant  of  pious  Plea- 
fures. 

But  we  have  Reafon  to  fear,  that  the  tune- 
ful Men  of  our  Day  have  not  raifed  their  Am- 
bition to  fo  divine  a  Pitch  ;  I  fhould  rejoice  to 
fee  more  of  this  Celeflial  Fire  kindling  with- 

.     in 
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in  them  ^  for  the  Flafhes  that  break  cut  in  fome 
prefent  and  pad  Writings,  betray  an  infernal 
Source.  This  the  incomparable  Mr.  Cowley, 
in  the  latter  End  of  his  Preface,  and  the  inge- 
nious Sir  Richard  Blackmore,  in  the  Be- 
ginning of  his,  have  fo  pathetically  defcrib'd 
and  lamented,  that  I  rather  refer  the  Reader 
to  mourn  with  them,  than  detain  and  tire  him 
here.  Thefe  Gentlemen,  in  their  large  and 
laboured  Works  of  Poefy,  have  given  the 
World  happy  Examples  of  what  they  wifh  and 
encourage  in  Profe  ;  the  One  in  a  rich  Variety 
of  Thought  and  Fancy,  the  other  in  all  the 
ihining  Colours  of  profufe  and  florid  Didtion. 

If  fhorter  Sonnets  were  compofed  on  fub- 
lime  Subjects,  fuch  as  the  Pjalms  of  David, 
and  the  holy  Tranfports  interfperfed  in  the 
other  Sacred  Writings,  or  fuch  as  the  moral 
Odes  of  Horace,  and  the  ancient  Lyricks  ;  I 
perfuade  myfelf,  that  the  Qbrijtian  Preacher 
would  find  abundant  Aid  from  the  Poet,  in 
his  Defign  to  diffufe  Virtue,  and  allure  Souls 
to  G  O  D.  If  the  Heart  were  firft  inflamed 
from  Heaven,  and  the  Mufe  were  not  left 
alone  to  form  the  Devotion,  and  purfue  a  cold 
Scent,  but  only  called  in  as  an  Afliftant  to  the 
V/brihip,  then  the  Song  would  end  where  the 
Inipiration  ceafes^the  whole  Compofure  would 
be  of  a  Piece,  all  meridian  Light  and  meridi- 
an Fervour  •,  and  the  fame  pious  Flame  would 

be 
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be  propagated,  and  kept  glowing  in  the  Heart 
of  him  that  reads.  Some  of  the  fhorter  Odes 
of  the  two  Poets  now  mentioned,  and  a  few 
of  the  Reverend  Mr.  Norris's  EiTays  in 
Verfe,  are  convincing  Inftances  of  the  Succels 
of  this  Propofal. 

It  is  my  Opinion  alfo,  that  the  free  and  tin- 
confined  Numbers  of  Pindar,  or  the  noble 
Meafures  of  Milton  without  Rhime,  would 
beft  maintain  the  Dignity  of  the  Theme,  as 
well  as  give  a  Loofe  to  the  devout  Soul,  nor 
check  the  Raptures  of  her  Faith  and  Love. 
Though  in  my  feeble  Attempts  of  this  kind, 
I  have  too  often  fettered  my  Thoughts  in  the 
narrow  Metre  of  our  Pfalm-Tranflators  ;  I 
have  contracted  and  cramped  the  Senfe,  or  ren- 
dered it  obfcure  and  feeble,  by  the  too  fpeedy 
and  regular  Returns  of  Rhime. 

If  my  Friends  expect  any  Reafbn  of  the 
following  Compofures,  and  of  the  firft  or  fe- 
cond  Publication,  I  entreat  them  to  accept  of 
this  Account. 

The  Title  allures  them  that  Poefy  is  not  the 
Bufmefs  of  my  Life  ;  and  if  I  feized  thofe 
Hours  of  Leifure,  wherein  my  Soul  was  in  a 
more  fprightly  Frame,  to  entertain  them  or 
my  felf  with  a  Divine  or  Moral  Song,  I  hope 
I  fliall  find  an  eafy  Pardon. 

In  the  Firft  Book  are  many  Odes  which 
vere  written  to  affift  the  Meditations  and 
Worfhip  of  vulgar  Chriftians,   and   withaDe- 

fign 
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fign  to  be  publifhed  in  the  Volume  of  Hymnsy 
which  have  now  pafled  a  Second  Impreilion  ; 
but  upon  the  Review,  I  found  fome  Exprefli- 
ons  that  were  not  fuited  to  the  plained  Capa- 
city, and  the  Metaphors  are  too  bold  to  pleafe 
the  weaker  Chridian,  therefore  I  have  allotted 
them  a  Place  here. 

Amongst  the  Songs  that  are  dedicated  to 
Divine  Love,  I  think  I  may  be  bold  to  aflert, 
that  I  never  compofed  one  Line  of  them  with 
any  other  Defign  than  what  they  are  applied 
to  here  ;  and  I  have  endeavoured  to  fecure 
them  all  from  being  perverted  and  debafed  to 
wanton  Paflions,  by  feveral  Lines  in  them  that 
can  never  be  applied  to  a  meaner  Love.  Are 
not  the  nobled  Indances  of  the  Grace  of  Chrift 
reprefented  under  the  Figure  of  a  Conjugal 
State,  and  defcribed  in  one  of  the  fweeted 
Odes,  and  the  lofted  Paftoral  that  ever  was 
written  ?  I  appeal  to  Solomon  *,  in  his  Song9 
and  his  Father  David,  in  Pfal.  xlv.  if  Da- 
vid was  the  Author  :  And  I  am  well  allured, 
that  I  have  never  indulged  an  equal  Licence  : 
It  was  dangerous  to  imitate  the  Sacred  Writers 
too  nearly,  in  fo  nice  an  Affair. 

The  Poems  f acred  to  Virtue \  &c.  were 
formed  when  the  Frame  and  Humour  of  my 

Soul 

♦  Solomons  Son*  was  much  mere  in  ufe  among  Preach- 
ers and  Writers  of  Divinity  when  thefe  Poems  were  writ- 
ten than  it  is  now.   1736. 
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Soul  wasjuft  fuited  to  the  Subject  of  my  Verfe  : 
The  Image  of  my  Heart  is  painted  in  them  ; 
and  if  they  meet  with  a  Reader  whofe  Soul  is 
akin  to  mine,  perhaps  they  may  agreeably  en- 
tertain him.  The  Dulnefs  of  the  Fancy,  and 
Coarfenefs  of  Expreffion,  will  difappear  ;  the 
Samenefs  of  the  Humour  will  create  a  Pleafure, 
and  infenfibly  overcome  and  conceal  the  Defeats 
of  the  Mufe.  Young  Gentlemen  and  Ladies, 
whofe  Genius  and  Education  have  given  them 
a  Relifh  of  Oratory  and  Verfe,  may  be  tempted 
to  feek  Satisfaction  among  the  dangerous  Di- 
verfions  of  the  Stage,  and  impure  Sonnets,  if 
there  be  no  Provifion  of  a  fafer  kind  made  to 
pleafe  them.  While  I  have  attempted  to  gra- 
tify innocent  Fancy  in  this  refpedt,  I  have  not 
forgotten  to  allure  the  Heart  to  Virtue,  and  to 
raife  it  to  a  Difdain  of  brutal  Pleafures.  The 
frequent  Interpofition  of  a  devout  Thought  may 
awaken  the  Mind  to  a  ferious  Senfe  of  G  O  D, 
Religion,  and  Eternity.  The  fame  Duty  that 
might  be  defpifed  in  a  Sermon,  when  propofed 
to  their  Reafon,  may  here,  perhaps,  ieize  the 
lower  Faculties  with  Surprize,  Delight,  and 
Devotion  at  once  ;  and  thus,  by  Degrees,  draw 
the  fuperior  Powers  of  the  Mind  to  Piety.  A- 
mongfc  the  infinite  Numbers  of  Mankind,  there 
is  not  more  Difference  in  their  outward  Shape 
and  Features,  than  in  their  Temper  and  inward 
Inclination.    Some  are   more  eafily  fufceptive 

of 
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of  Religion  in  a  grave  Difcourfe  and  fedate 
Reafoning.  Some  are  beft  frighted  from  Sin 
and  Ruin  by  Terror,  Threatning  and  Amaze- 
ment ;  their  Fear  is  the  propereft  Paffion  to 
which  we  can  addrefs  ourfelves,  and  begin  the 
Divine  Work  :  Others  can  feel  no  Motive  (6 
powerful  as  that  which  applies  itfelf  to  their  In- 
genuity, and  their  polifh'd  Imagination.  Nov/ 
1  thought  it  lawful  to  take  hold  of  any  Handle 
of  the  Soul,  to  lead  it  away  betimes  from  vi- 
cious Pleafures ;  and  if  I  could  but  make  up  a 
Composition  of  Virtue  and  Delight,  fuited  to 
the  Tafte  of  well-bred  Youth,  and  a  refin'd 
Education,  I  had  fome  Hope  to  allure  and  raife 
them  thereby  above  the  vile  Temptations  of  de- 
generate Nature,  and  Cuftom,  that  is  yet  more 
degenerate.  When  I  have  felt  a  flight  Inclina- 
tion to  Satyr  or  Burlefque,  I  thought  it  proper 
to  fupprefs  it.  The  grinning  and  the  growling 
Mufe  are  not  hard  to  be  obtained ;  but  I  would 
difdain  their  Afliftance,  where  a  manly  Invita- ' 
tion  to  Virtue,  and  a  friendly  Smile  may  be  ;uc- 
cefsfully  employed.  Could  I  perfuade  any  Man 
by  a  kinder  iMethod,  I  fhould  never  think  it 
proper  to  fcold  or  laugh  at  him. 

Perhaps  there  are  fome  morofe  Reader.% 
that  (land  ready  to  condemn  every  Line  that's 
written  upon  the  Theme  of  Love-,  but  h&i  e 
we  not  the  Cares  and  the  Felicities  of  that  fort 
of  focial  Life  reprefented  to  us  in  & 

:  b  w 
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Writings?  Some  Expreflions  are  there  ufed 
with  a  Defign  to  give  a  mortifying  Influence 
to  our  fofteft  AfFe&ions  ;  others  again  bright- 
en the  Chara&er  of  that  State,  and  allure  vir- 
tuous Souls  to  purfue  the  divine  Advantage  of 
it,  the  mutual  Afliftance  in  the  way  to  Salva- 
tion. Are  ..not  the  cxxvirth  and  cxxviiith  Pfalms 
indited  on  this  very  Subjed?  Shall  it  be  lawful 
for  the  Prefs  and  the  Pulpit  to  treat  of  it  with 
a  becoming  Solemnity  in  Profe,  and  muft  the 
Mention  of  the  fame  Thing  in  Poefy  be  pn> 
nounced  for  ever  unlawful  ?  Is  it  utterly  un- 
worthy of  a  ferious  Chara&er  to  write  on  this 
Argument,  becaufe  it  has  been  unhappily  pol- 
luted by  fomefcurrilous  Pens?  Why  may  I  not 
be  permitted  to  obviate  a  common  and  a  grow- 
ing Mifchief,  while  a  thoufand  vile  Poems  of 
the  amorous  kind  fwarm  abroad,  and  give  a 
vicious  Xaint  to  the  unwary  Reader?  I  would 
tell  the  World  that  I  have  endeavoured  to  re- 
cover this  Argument  out  of  the  Hands  of  im- 
pure Writers,  and  to  make  it  appear,  that  Vir- 
tue and  Love  are  not  fuch  Strangers  as  they 
.are  reprefented.  The  blifsful  Intimacy  of  Souls 
in  that  State  will  afford  fufficient  Furniture  for 
the  graveft  Entertainment  in  Verfe ;  fo  that  it 
need  not  be  everlailingly  drefs'd  up  in  Ridi- 
cule, nor  aflumed  only  to  furnifh  out  the  lewd 
JSonnets  of  the  Times.  May  fome  happier 
Genius  promote  the  fame  Service  that  I  pro- 

pos'd, 
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pos'd,  and  by  fuperior  Senfe,  and  fweeter 
Sound,  render  v/hat  I  have  written  contemp- 
ble  and  ufelefs. 

The  Imitations  of  that  nobleft  Latin  Poet 
of  modern  Ages,  Casimire  Sarbiewski  of 
Poland,  would  need  no  Excufe,   did  they  but 
arife  to  the  Beauty  of  the  Original.     I  have  of- 
ten taken  the  Freedom  to  add  ten  or  twenty 
Lines,  or  to  leave  out  as  many,    that  I  might 
{bit  my  Song  more  to  my  own  Defign,  or  be- 
caufe  I  faw  it  impoffible  to  prefent  the  Force, 
the  Finenefs,  and  the  Fire  of  his  Expreffion  in 
our  Language.  There  are  a  few  Copies  where- 
in I  borrowed  fome  Hints  from  the  fame  Au- 
thor, without  the  Mention  of  his  Name  in  the 
Title.     Methinks  I  can  allow  fo  fuperior  a  Ge- 
nius now  and  then  to  be  lavifh  in  his  Imagin- 
ation, and  to  indulge  fbme  Excurfions  beyond 
the  Limits  of  fedate  Judgment :  The  Riches 
and  Glory  of  his  Verfe  make  Atonement  in 
abundance.     I  willi  fome  Englijh  Pen  would 
import  more  of  his  Treafures,    and  blefs  our 
Nation. 

The  Infcriptions  to  particular  Friends,  are 
warranted  and  defended  by  the  Practice  of  al- 
mofl  ail  the  Lyric  Writers.  They  frequently 
convey  the  rigid  Rules  of  Morality  to  the 
Mind  in  the  fofter  Method  of  Applaufe.  '  Suf- 
tain'd  l^y  their  Example,  a  Man  will  not  eafily 
,  be  overwhelmed  by  the  heavieft  Cenfures  of 

B  2  the 
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the  unthinking  and  unknowing;  efpecially 
when  there  is  a  Shadow  of  this  Praftice  in  the 
Divine  Pfalmift^  while  he  infcribes  to  Asaph 
or  Jeduthun  his  Songs  that  were  made  for 
the  Harp,  or  (which  is  all  one)  his  Lyric  Odes, 
tho'  they  are  addrefs'd  to  GOD  himfelf. 

In  the  Poems  of  Heroic  Meafure^  I  have  at- 
tempted in  Rhime  the  fame  Variety  of  Ca- 
dence, Comma  and  Period,  which  blank  Verfe 
glories  in  as  its  peculiar  Elegance  and  Orna- 
ment. It  degrades  the  Excellency  of  the  beft 
Verification  when  the  Lines  run  on  by  Cou- 
plets, twenty  together,  juft  in  the  fame  Pace, 
and  with  the  fame  Paufes.  It  fpoils  the  no- 
bleft  Pleafure  of  the  Sound  :  The  Reader  is 
tir'd  with  the  tedious  Uniformity,  or  charm'd 
to  fleep  with  the  unmanly  Softnefs  of  the 
Numbers,  and  the  perpetual  Chime  of  even 
Cadences. 

In  the  Ejjays  without  Rbime,  I  have  not  fet 
up  Milton  for  a  perfect  Pattern  ;  though  he 
fhall  be  for  ever  honoured  as  our  Deliverer 
from  the  Bondage.  His  Works  contain  admi- 
rable and  unequall'd  Inftances  of  bright  and 
beautiful  Didtion,  as  well  as  Majefty  and  Se- 
xenenefs  of  Thought.  There  are  feveral  Epi- 
sodes in  his  longer  Works,  that  ftand  in  fu- 
preme  Dignity  without  a  Rival ;  yet  all  that 
^Kraft  Reverence  with  which  I  read  his  Paradife 
LoJl>  cannot  perfuade  me  to  be  charm'd  with 

every 
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every  P-ge  °f  **•  The  Length  of  his  Periods, 
and  (emetimes  of  his  Parenthefes,  runs  me  out 
of  Breath  :  Some  of  his  Numbers  feem  too 
harfh  and  uneafy.  I  couicl  never  believe  that 
R.oughnefs  and  Obfcurity  added  any  thing  to 
the  true  Grandeur  of  a  Poem  :  Nor  will  I  ever 
affect  Archaifms,  Exoticifms,  and  a  quaint 
.outhnefs  of  Speech,  in  order  to  become 
perfectly  Milionian.  5Tis  my  Opinion  that 
Bknk  Verfe  may  be  written  with  all  due  Ele- 
vation of  Thought  in  a  modern  Sale,  without 
borrowing  any  thing  from  Chaucer's  Tales, 
or  running  back  ib  far  as  the  Days  of  Colin  the 
Shepherd,  and  the  Reign  of  the  Fairy  Queen. 
The  Oddnefs  of  an  antique  Sound  gives  but  a 
falfe  Pleafure  to  the  Ear,  and  abufes  the  true 
Relifh,  even  when  it  works  Delight.  There 
were  fome  fuch  Judges  of  Poefy  among  the  old 
Romans,  and  Martial  ingenioufly  laughs  at 
one  of  them,  that  was  pleafed  even  to  Alto- 
nilhment  with  obfolete  Words  and  Figures. 

Attonitufque  leg  is  terrai  frugiferai. 

So  the  ill-drawn  Poftures  and  Diflortions  of 
Shape  that  we  meet  with  in  Chinefe  Pidtures 
charm  a  fickly  Fancy  by  their  very  Aukward- 
nefs;  fo  a  diftemper'd  Appetite  will  chew  Coals 
and  Sand,  and  pronounce  it  guftful. 

B  3  In- 
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In  the  Pindarics  I  have  generally  conformed 
my  Lines  to  the  fliorter  Size  of  the  Ancients, 
and  avoided  to  imitate  the  exceflive  Lengths 
to  which  fome  modern  Writers  have  ftretch'd 
their  Sentences,  and  efpecially  the  concluding 
Verfe.  In  thefe  the  Ear  is  the  trueft  Judge  •, 
nor  was  it  made  to  be  enflaved  to  any  precife 
JVfodel  of  elder  or  later  times. 

After  all,  I  mufl  petition  my  Reader  to 
Jay  afide  the  four  and  fullen  Air  of  Criticifm, 
and  to  aflume  the  Friend.  Let  him  chufe  fuch 
Copies  to  read  at  particular  Hours,  when  the 
Temper  of  his  Mind  is  fuited  to  the  Song. 
Let  him  come  with  a  Defire  to  be  entertain'd 
and  pleas'd,  rather  than  to  feek  his  own  Dif- 
guft  and  Averfion,  which  will  not  be  hard  to 
find.  I  am  not  fo  vain  as  to  think  there  are 
no  Faults,  nor  fo  blind  as  to  efpy  none  :  Tho* 
I  hope  the  Multitude  of  Alterations  in  this  Se- 
cond Edition  are  not  without  Amendment. 
There  is  fo  large  a  Difference  between  this  and 
the  former,  in  the  change  of  Titles,  Lines, 
and  whole  Poems,  as  well  as  in  the  various 
Tranfpofitions,  that  'twould  be  ufelefs  and  end- 
lefs,  and  allConfufion,  for  any  Reader  to  com- 
pare them  throughout.  The  Additions  alfo 
make  up  almoft  half  the  Book,  and  fome  of 
thefe  have  need  of  as  many  Alterations  as  the 
former.  Many  a  Line  needs  the  File  to  polifh 
the  Roughnefs  of  it,    and  many  a  Thought 

wants 
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wants  richer  Language  to  adorn  and  make  it 
ihine.  Wide  Defects  and  equal  Superfluities 
may  be  found,  efpeciaily  in  the  larger  Pieces; 
hut  I  have  at  prefent  neither  Inclination  nor 
Leifure  to  correct,  and  I  hope  I  never  ihall. 
5Tis  one  of  the  biggeft  Satisfactions  I  take  in 
giving  this  Volume  to  the  World,  that  I  ex- 
pert to  be  for  ever  free  from  the  Temptation 
of  making  or  mending  Poems  again.*.  So  that 
my  Friends  may  be  perfectly  iecure  againft  this 
ImprelTion's  growing  wafre  upon  their  Hands, 
and  ufelefs  as  the  former  has  done.  Let  Minds 
that  are  better  furnifhed  for  fuch  Performances 
purfue  thefe  Studies,  if  they  are  convinced  that 
Poefy  can  be  made  fervieeable  to  Religion  and 
Virtue.  As  for  myfelf,  I  almofl  blufh  to 
think  that  I  have  read  fo  little,  and  written  Jo 
much.  The  following  Years  of  my  Life  ftiall 
be  more  intirely  devoted  to  the  immediate  and 
diredl  Labours  of  my  Station,  excepting  thofe 
Hours  that  may  be  employ'd  in  finifhing.my 
Imitation  of  the  Pfalms  of  David,'  in  Chris- 
tian Language,  which  I  have  now  promis'd 
the  World  f . 

I  cannot  court  the  World  to  purchafe  this 
Book  for  their  Pleafure  or  Entertainment,   by 

B  4  telling 

*  Naturam  expel/as  /urea  licet,  ufque  recurret.  Hor. 
Will  this  fhort  Note  of  Horace  excufe  a  Man  who  has  re- 
filled Nature  many  Years,  but  has  been  fometimes  over* 
come?   1736.  Edition^the  7th. 

f  In  the  Year  171 9  thefe  were  finifhed  and  printed. 
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telling  'em  that  any  one  Copy  entirely  plea/es 
me.  The  befl  of  them  finks  below  the  Idea 
which  I  form  of  a  Divine  or  Moral  Ode.  He 
that  deals  in  the  Myfteries  of  Heaven,  or  of 
the  Mufes,  fhould  be  a  Genius  of  no  vulgar 
Mould  :  And  as  the  Name  Vates  belongs  to 
both  ,  fo  the  Furniture  of  both  is  compris'd 
in  that  Line  of  Horace, 

+>-&&  Mens  Divinior,  at  que  Os 
Magna  Sonaturum 

\  But  what  Juvenal  fpake  in  his  Age, 
abides  true  in  ours :  A  compleat  Poet  or  a 
Prophet  is  fuch  a  one  $ 

~§{ua!em  nequeo  monjlrare*  &  fentio  tantum. 

Perhaps  neither  of  thefe  Characters  in  Per- 
fection fhall  ever  be  feen  on  Earth,  till  the  fe- 
venth  Angel  has  founded  his  awful  Trumpet; 
till  the  Victory  be  compleat  over  the  Bead  and 
his  Image,  when  the  Natives  of  Heaven  fhall 
join  in  Confort  with  Prophets  and  Saints,  and 
fing  to  their  golden  Harps  Salvation*  Honour 
and  Glory  to  him  that  fits  upon  the  throne*  and 
to  the  Lamb  for  ever. 

May  14,  1709. 

On 
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On  Reading 

Mr.  WATT S's  Poems 

Sacred    to 

Piety    and  Devotion, 

REgard  the  Man,  who,  inferaphic  Lays, 
And  flowing  Numbers,  flngs  his  Makers  Prai/i  : 
He  needs  invoke  no  fabled  Mufts  Art, 
The  heavenly  Song  comes  genuine  from  his  Heart, 
From  that  pure  Heart,  which  GOD  has  deignd  £  infph'tf 
With  holy  Raptures,  and  afacred  Tire, 
Thrice  happy  Man  !  wbofe  Soul,  and  guilthfs  Breafly 
Are  well  prepared  to  lodge  tfr  Almighty  Guefl  ! 
>Tis  HE  that  lends  thy  tow" ring  Thoughts  their  Wing9 
And  tunes  thy  Lyre,  when  thou  attempt'/!  to  Jing  : 
H  E  to  thy  Soul  lets  in  celef.ial  Bay, 
Evn  whiljl  iptprifond  in  this  mortal  Clay. 
By  Death's  grim  Afpect  thou  art  not  alarmed, 
HE,  for  thy  Sake,  has  death  iff  elf  dtfktirfti ; 
Nor  fall  the  Grave  oer  thee  a  Vifr  >y  boajl  ; 
Her  Triumph  in  thy  Rifling  fall  be  loji, 
When  thou  Jhalt  jcin  tti  angelic  Choirs  above, 
In  never -ending  Songs  ofPraif  and  Lova. 

EUSEBIA. 

£  S  TO 
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Mr.  W  A  T  T  S, 
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POEMS  Sacred  to  Devotion- 


TO  murmuring  Streams,  in  tender  Strains, 
My  penfive  Mufe  no  more 
Of  Love's  enchanting  Force  complains, 
Along  the  floury  Shgm 

$?o  more  MirtilloV  fatal Face 

My  quiet  Bre aft  alarms, 
Mis  Eyes,  his  Air,  and  youthful  Grace, 

Have  loft  their  ufual  Charms.. 

III. 

ffo  gay  Alexis  /*  the  Grove 

Shall  he  my  future  7  heme  : 
I  burn  with  an  immortal  Love, 

Andftng  a  purer  Flame* 

IV. 

Seraphic  Heights  I/eem  to  gain 

And /acred  Tr an/ports  feel, 
While,   WATTS,    to  thy  ce  left ial  Strain, 

Surprixd,  I  lift  en  ft  ill. 


V.  7fo 


V. 

The  gliding  Streams  their  Courfe  fori  ear 

When  I  thy  Lays  repeat ; 
The  bending  Torejl  lends  an  Ear ; 

The  Birds  their  Notes  forget, 

VI. 

With  fuch  a  graceful  Harmony 
Thy  Numbers  fill  prolong  i 

And  let  remoteft  Lands  reply. 
And  eccho  to  thy  Song. 

VII. 

For  as  the  difiant  Regions,  where 

The  beauteous  Morning  Jprings, 
And fcatters  Odours  through  the  Air, 

From  her  refplendent  Wings  ; 
VIII. 
Unto  the  new '-found  Realms,  ivbich  fee 

The  latter  Sun  arife, 
When,  with  an  eafy  Progrefs,  he 

Rolls  down  the  Nether  Skies. 


July,  1706, 
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On  reading  his 
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HAIL,  heaven-lorn  Mufe !  that  with  celeftial  Flame, 
And  high  feraphic  Numbers,  durft  attempt 
To  gain  thy  native  Skies.     No  common  Theme 
Merits  thy  7 'hough  t,  felfconfcious  of  a  Soul 
Superior,  though  on  Earth  detain  d  awhile; 
i,ikefome  propitious  Angel,  that's  dejigrid 
A  Rejident  in  this  inferior  Orb, 
To  guide  the  wandering  Souls  to  heavenly  Blifs, 
Thou  fe  em  ft ;  while  thou  their  everlafting  Songs 
Haft  fung  to  mortal  Ears,  and  down  to  Earth 
Transfer  d  the  Work  of  Heaven  ;  with  Thought  fub  lime 9 
And  high  fonorous  Words,  thou  fiveetly  fing" ft 
€o  thy  immortal  lyre,    Amazd,  we  vievj 
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The  towering  Height  fiupendous,  while  thoufoarft 
Above  the  Reach  of  vulgar  Eyes  or  Thought, 
Hymning  th"  eternal  Father  ;  as  of  Old 
Whenfrft  th"  Almighty  from  the  dark  Abyft 
Of  everlafing  Night  and  Silence  calPd 
Thejhining  Worlds  with  one  creating  Word, 
And  raised  from  nothing  all  the  heavenly  Ho/Is, 
And  with  external  Glories  flPd  the  Void, 
Harmonious  Seraphs  tund  their  golden  Harps, 
And  with  their  chea?ful  Hallelujahs  blefs*d 
The  bounteous  Author  of  their  Happinefs ; 
From  Orb  to  Orb  tfr  alternate  Mufck  rang, 
And  from  the  Cryjlal  Arches  of  the  Sky 
Reached  our  then  glorious  World,  the  native  Seat 
Of  the  frfi  happy  Pair,  who  join  d  their  Songs 
To  the  loud E 'echo's  of  ttf  angelic  Choirs, 
And fW d  with  blifsful  Hymns,  terrefrial  Heaven , 
The  Parariife  of  God  where  all  Delights 
Abounded,  and  the  pure  ambrofial  Air, 
Fanndby  mild  Zephyrs,  breatti d  eternal  Sweets, 
Forbidding  Death  and  Sorrow,  and  beflcw^d 
Frejh  heavenly  Bloom,  and  gay  immortal  Youth* 

Not  fo,  alas!  the  vile  apoft ate  Race, 
Who  in  mad  Joys  their  brutal  Hours  employ  d9 
Affaitlting  with  their  impious  Blafphemies 
The  Power  fupreme  that  gave  them  Life  and  Breath  : 
Incarnate  Fiends  !  outragious  they  deffd 
Th"  E rernaPs  Thunder,  and  almighty  Wrath 
fearkfs  provoked,  which  all  the  other  Devils 
Would  dread  to  meet  j  remembring  well  the  Day 


Whth 


When  driven  from  pure  immortal  Seats  above y 
A  fiery  Tempeft  hurPd  ''em  down  the  Skies, 
And  hung  upon  the  Rear,  urging  their  Fall 
To  the  dark,  deep,  unfathomable  Gulph, 
Where  bound  on  fulpProus  Lakes  to  glowing  Rocks 
With  adamantine  Chains,  they  wail  their  Woesy 
And  know  Jehovah  Great  as  well  as  Good; 
And  fix*  d for  ever  by  Eternal  Fate, 
With  Horror  find  his  Arm  Omnipotent.- 

Prodigious  Madnefs  !  that  the  J acred  Mufe, 
Firfi  taught  in  Heaven  to  ?nount  immortal  Heights, 
And  trace  the  boundlefs  Glories'  of  the  Sky, 
Should  novj  to  every  Idol  bafely  bow. 
And  curfe  the  Deity  Jhe  once  adord,. 
Ere  cling  trophies  to  each  fordid  Vice, 
And  celebrating  the  infernal  Praife 
Of  haughty  Lucifer,  the  defperate  Foe 
Of  God  and  Man,  and  winning  every  Hour 
New  Votaries  to  Hell,  while  all  the  Fiends 
Hear  thefe  accurfed  Lays,  and  thus  outdone 
Raging  they  try  to  match  the  Human  Race, 
Redoubling  all  their  hellijh  Blafphemies, 
And  with  loud  Curfes  rend  the  gloomy  Vauk. 

Ungrateful  Mortals  !  ah  f  too  late  you'll  find 
What  V/i  to  banter  Heaven  and  laugh  at  Hell; 
To  drefs  up  Vice  in  falfe  delufive  Charms, 
And  with  gay  Colours  paint  her  hideous  Face, 
heading  befotted  Souls  thro'  fiovfry  Paths, 
In  gaudy  Dreams,  and  vain  fantafiick  Joys 
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To  dif?nal  Scenes  of  ever  lofting  Woe  ; 

When  the  great  Judge  Jh all  rear  his  awful  Throne? 

And  raging  Flames  furround  the  trembling  Globe y 

While  the  loud  Thunders  roar  from  Pole  to  Pole, 

And  the  lafl  Trump  awakes  the  feeding  Dead  y 

And  guilty  Souls  to  ghajlly  Bodies  driven. 

Within  thofe  dire  eternal  Prifons  fcut, 

Exp  eel  their  fad  inexorable  Doom. 

Say  now,  ye  Men  of  Wit  t  what  Turn  of  Thought 

Will  pie  afe  you  then  !  alar,  henv  dull  and  poor, 

Evn  to  your  felves  will  your  lewd  Flights  appear  ! 

How  will  you  envy  then  the  huppy  Fate 

Of  Idiots  f  and  perhaps  in  vain  you  II  wifl?, 

Tcud  been  as  very  Fools  as  once  you  thought 

Others,  for  the  fublnneji  Wifdomfcornd; 

When  pointed  Lightnings  from  the  wrathful  Judge 

Shall  finge  your  Laurels,,  and  the  Men 

Who  thought  they  few  fo  high,  Jhallfallfo  lew. 

No  more,  my  Mufe,  of  that  tremendous  Thought, 
Refume  thy  more  delightful  Theme,  av.d  fng 
Tti  Immortal  Man,  that  with  Immortal  Verfe 
Rivals  the  Hymns  of  Angels,  and  like  them 
Defpifes  mortal  Criticks  idle  Rules : 
While  the  celejlial  Flame  that  warms  thy  Soul 
Infpires  us,  and  with  holy  Tranfports  moves 
Our  labouring  Minds,  and  nobler  Scenes  prefents 
Than  all  the  Pagan  Poets  ever  fung, 
Homer,  or  Virgil  ;  and far fweeter  Notes 
Than  Horace  ever  taught  his  founding  Lyre, 
And  purer  far,  M  M  a  r  t  i  a  L  9s  felf  might  feem 
A  modfft  Poet  in  our  Shriftian  Days* 


May  thofe  forgotten  and negleBea r  He, 

No  more  let  Men  be  fond  offatilous  Gods, 

Nor  Heathen  Wit  debauch  one  Chrijiian  Line, 

While  vjith  the  coarfe  and  daubing  Paint  vje  hide. 

The  finning  Beauties  of  eternal  Truth, 

That  in  her  native  Drefs  appears  moft  bright > 

And  charms  the  Eyes  of  Angels, — Oh!  like  thee. 

Let  every  nobler  Genius  tune  his  Voice 

To  SubjeSfs  worthy  of  their  tovSring  Thoughts. 

Let  HEAVEN  and  Ann  a  then  your  tuneful  Art 

Improve,  and  conft  crate  your  deathlefs  Lays 

To  Him  who  reigns  above,  and  Her  voho  rules  belovj. 


April  17,  1706, 


Joseph  Standen! 


ts^-* 


TQ 


T  O 


Mr.    WATTS, 


ON    HIS 


DIVINE     POEMS. 


SA  T,  Human-Seraph,  whence  that  charming  Force, 
That  Flame  !  that  Soul !  which  animates  easb  Line  j 
And  hnv  it  runs  with  fuch  a  graceful  Eafe9 
Loaded  with  ponderous  Senfe  !  Say,  did  not  He, 
Ihe  lovely  Jesus,  who  commands  thy  Breaft, 
Injpi re  thee  with  himfelf?  With  Jesus  dwells, 
Knit  in  myfierious  Bands,  the  Paraclete, 
The  Breath  of  G  O  D,  the  everlajiing  Source 
Of  Love ;  and  what  is  Love  in  Souls  like  thine, 
But  Air,  and  Incenfe  to  the  Poets  Fire  ? 
Should  an  expiring  Saint  whofe  fwimming  Eyes 
Mingle  the  Images  of  Things  about  him% 
But  hear  the  leaf  exalted  of  thy  Strains, 
Ilow  greedily  he'd  drink  the  Mujick  in, 

Thinking 


Thinking  his  Heavnly  Convey  waited  near  I 
So  great  a  Strefs  of  powerful  Harmony, 
Nature  unable  longer  to  fuftain, 
Wou'djtnk  opprefid  with  Joy  to  endlefs  Reft. 

Let  none  henceforth  of  Providence  complain, 
As  if  the  World  of  Spirits  lay  unknown, 
Fenced  round  with  black  impenetrable  Night ; 
What  tho"1  nojhining  Angel  darts  from  thence 
With  Leave  to  publijh  Things  conceal yd from  Senfe, 
In  Language  bright  as  theirs,  we  here  are  told, 
When  Life  its  narrow  Round  of  Tears  hath  roll'  d, 
What  "'tis  employs  the  Blefs'd,  what  makes  their  BUfs% 
$ongs  fuch  as  WAT  T  S\r  are,  and  Love  like  his. 

But  then,  dear  Sir,  be  cautious- how  you  ufe, 
To  Tr an/ports  fo  intenfely  raised  your  Mufe, 
Left,  while  thy  ecjiatick  Impulfe  you  obey, 
?he  Soul  leap  out,  and  drop  the  duller  day. 

Sept.  4,  1706.  s 

Henry  Grove. 


T  O 


TO 

Dr.    WATTS, 

On  the  Fifth  Edition  of  his 

H  O  R  M     LYRICS. 

^Overeign  of  Sacred  Verfe  ;  accept  the  Lays 

O   Of  a  young  Bard  that  dares  attempt  thy  Praife. 

A  Mufe,  the  meaneji  of  the  vocal-Throng* 

New  to  the  Bays, .  nor  equal  to  the  Song. 

Fird  with  the  growing  Glories  of  thy  Fame 

Joins  all  her  Powers  to  celebrate  thy  Name. 

No  vulgar  Themes  thy  pious  Mufe  engage 
No  Scenes  of  Lufl  pollute  thy  f acred  Page. 
Tou  in  majejiick  Numbers  mount  the  Skies, 
And  ?neet  defcendi??g  Angels  as  ycu  rife, 
Whofejuft  applaufes  charm  the  crowded  Groves, 
And  A  D  D I  s  o  N  thy  tuneful  Song  approves, 
Soft  Harmony  and  manly  Vigour  join 
To  form  the  Beauties  of  each  fprightly  Line, 
For  every  Grace  of  every  Mufe  is  thine. 
Milton,  immortal  Bard,  Divinely  Bright, 
Conduces  his  Fav  rite  to  the  Realms  of  Light* 
Where  Raphael^  Lyre  charms  the  celejlial  Throng, 
Delighted  Cherubs  UJVnitig  to  the  Song  : 

F*om 


From  Blifs  to  Blifs  the  happy  Beings  rove 

And  tafte  the  Sweets  of  Mufick  and  of  Love. 

But  when  the  fofter  Scenes  of  Life  you  painty 

And  join  the  beauteous  Virgin  to  the  Saint, 

When  you  defer i be  bow  few  the  happy  Fairs, 

Whofe  Hearts  united  f of  ten  all  their  Cares, 

We  fee  to  whom  the  fix  eet  eft  Joys  belong, 

And  Myka^s  Beauties  confe crate  your  Song, 

Fain  the  un number  'd  Graces  I  would  tell. 

And  on  the  p leafing  Theme  for  ever  dwell ; 

But  the  Mufe  faints,  unequal  to  the  Flight, 

And  hears  thy  Strains  with  Wonder  and  Delight*, 

When  Tombs  of  Princes  fhall  in  Ruins  lie, 

And  all,  but  Heaven-born  Piety  Jhall  die, 

When  the  I  aft  Trumpet  wakes  the  filent  Dead, 

And  each  lafii<vious  Poet  hides  his  Head, 

With  thee  Jhall  thy  divine  Urania  rife, 

Crown  d  with  frejh  Laurels  to  thy  native  Skies : 

Great  How  andGovGE  Jhall  hail  thee  on  thy  Way% 

And  welcome  thee  to  the  bright  Realms  of  Day, 

Adapt  thy  tuneful  Notes  to  Heavenly  Strings, 

And  join  the  Lyric  Ode  whi is  fome  fair  Seraph  fings. 


Sic  fpirat,  fie  optat 

Tui  amantiilimus 

Britannicus. 


HORM    LTRICM. 
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BOOK       I. 

Sacred  to  Devotion  and  Piety. 
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Worjbipping  with  Fear. 

I. 

H  O  dares  attempt  th*  Eternal  Name, 
With  Notes  of  mortal  Sound  ? 

Dangers  and  Glories  guard  the  Theme, 
And  fpread  Defpair  around. 

II. 

Deitru&ion  waits  t'  obey  his  Frown, 

And  Heaven  attends  his  Smile  : 
A  Wreath  of  Lightning  arms  his  Crown, 

But  Love  adorns  it  ilill. 


III.  c* 
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in. 

Celeftial  King,  our  Spirits  lie 

Trembling  beneath  thy  Feet, 
And  wifh,  and  call  a  longing  Eye, 

To  reach  thy  lofty  Seat. 

IV. 

Wiien  fhall  we  fee  the  Great  Unknown, 

And  in  thy  Prefence  ftand  ? 
Reveal  the  Splendors  of  thy  Throne, 

But  fhield  us  with  thy  Hand. 

V. 

In  thee  what  endlefs  Wonders  meet ! 

What  various  Glory  mines ! 
The  crofiing  rays  too  fiercely  beat 

Upon  our  fainting  Minds. 

VI. 
Angels  are  loft  in  fweet  Surprize 

If  thou  unvail  thy  Grace  ; 
And  humble  Awe  runs  thro'  the  Skies, 

When  Wrath  arrays  thy  Face. 

VII. 

When  Mercy  joins  with  Majefty 

To  fpread  their  Beams  abroad, 
Not  all  their  faired  Minds  on  high 

Are  Shadows  of  a  God. 

VIII. 

Thy  Works  the  flrongeft  Seraph  fings 

In  a  too  feeble  Strain, 
And  labours  hard  on  all  his  Strings 

To  reach  thy  Thoughts  in  vain. 

IX.  Cre- 
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IX. 

Created  Powers,  how  weak  they  be  ! 

How  fhort  our  Praifes  fall  ! 
So  much  akin  to  Nothing  We, 

And  Ihou  tlf  Eternal  All. 

AJking  Leave  to  Jing. 

I. 

YET,  mighty  G  OD,    indulge  my  Tongue, 
Nor  let  thy  Thunders  roar, 
Whilft  the  young  Notes  and  venturous  Song 
To  Worlds  of  Glory  foar. 

It 

If  thou  my  daring  Flight  forbid, 

The  Mufe  folds  up  her  Wings  ^ 
Or  at  thy  Word  her  flender  Reed 

Attempts  Almighty  Things. 

III. 
Her  flender  Reed  infpir'd  by  Thee 

Bids  a  new  Eden  grow, 
With  blooming  Life  on  every  Tree, 

And  fpreads  a  Heav'n  below. 

IV. 

She  mocks  the  Trumpet's  loud  Alarms 

FilPd  with  thy  dreadful  Breath  ; 
And  calls  th'  Angelick  Hoft  to  Arms, 

To  give  the  Nations  Deaih. 

y.  But 
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V. 

J8ut  when  fhe  taftes  her  Saviour's  Love, 

And  feels  the  Rapture  ftrong. 
Scarce  the  divinefl  Harp  above 

Aims  at  a  fweeter  Song. 


Divine  Judgments. 

I. 

NO T  from  the  Duft  my  Sorrows  fpring, 
Nor  drop  my  Comforts  from  the  lower  Skies; 

Let  all  the  baneful  Planets  fhed 

Their  mingled  Curfes  on  my  Head, 
How  vain  their  Curfes,  if  th'  Eternal  King 
Look  thro1  the  Clouds  and  blefs  me  with  his  Eyes. 

Creatures  with  all  their  boafted  Sway 

Are  but  his  Slaves,  and  mull  obey ; 

They  wait  their  Orders  from  above, 
And  execute  his  Word,  the  Vengeance,  or  the  Love. 

II. 

'Tis  by  a  Warrant  from  his  Hand 

The  gentler  Gales  are  bound  to  fleep  : 
The  North  Wind  blufters,  and  afliunes  Command 

Over  the  Defert  and  the  Deep  ; 

Old  Boreas  with  his  freezing  PowVs 
Turns  the  Earth  Iron,  makes  the  Ocean  Glafs, 
Arrelts  the  dancing  Rivlets  as  they  pafs, 

And  chains  them  movelefs  to  their  Shores ; 

The 


Sacred  to  Devotion,  &c.  £ 

The  grafing  Ox  lows  to  the  gelid  Skies, 

ks  o'er  the  Marble  Meads  with  withering  Eyes, 
Walks  o'er  the  folid  Lakes,  muffs  up  the  Wind,  and  die*, 

III. 

Fly  to  the  Polar  World,  my  Song, 
And  mourn  the  Pilgrims  there,  (a  wretched  Throng!) 

Seiz'd  and  bound  in  rigid  Chains, 
A  Troop  of  Statues  on  the  Ruffian  Plains, 
And  Life  (lands  frozen  in  the  Purple   Veins. 
Athcift,  forbear;  no  more  blafphcme: 
God  has  a  ihoufand  Terrors  in  his  Name* 
A  thoufand  Armies  at  Command, 
iting  the  Signal  of  his  Hand, 
And  Magazines  of  Froft,  and  Magazines  of  Flame. 
Drels  thee  in  Steel  to  meet  his  Wrath ; 
His  fharp  Artillery  from  the  North 
Shall  pierce  thee  to  the  Soul,  and  (hake  thy  mortal  Frame, 
Sublime  on  Winter's  rugged  Wings 
He  rides  in  Arms  along  the  Sky, 
And  fcatters  Fate  on  Swains  and  Kings ; 

And  flocks  and  Herds,  and  Nations  die; 
While  impious  Lips,  profanely  bold, 
Grow  pale;  and,  quivering  at  his  dreadful  Cold,- 
Give  their  own  Blafpiiemies  the  Lie. 

IV. 
The  Mifchiefs  that  infefl  the  Earth, 
When  the  hot  Dog-liar  fires  the  Realms  on  high, 
Drought  a: td  Difeafe,  and  cruel  Dearth, 
Hut  the  Flames  of  a  wrathful  Eye 
From  the  incens'd  Divinity, 
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Tn  vain  our  parching  Palates  thirft 
For  vital  Food  in  vain  we  cry, 

And  pant  for  vital  Breath ; 
The  verdant  Fields  are  burnt  to  -Duft. 
The  Sun  has  drunk  the  Channels  dry, 

And  all  the  Air  is  Death. 
Ye  Scourges  of  our  Maker's  Rod, 
'Tis  at  his  dread  Command,  at  his  imperial  Nod 
You  deal  your  various  Plagues  abroad. 

V. 
Hail,  Whir] winds,  Hurricanes  and  Floods 
1  iiat  all  the  leafy  Standards  fcrip, 
And  bear  down  with  a  mighty  Sweep 
The  riches  of  the  Fields,  and  Honours  of  the  Woods ; 
Storms,  thar  ravage  o'er  the  Deep, 
And  bury  Millions  in  the  Waves; 
Earthquakes,  that  in  Midnight-Sleep 
Turn  Cities  into  Heaps,  and  make  our  Beds  our  Graves ; 

While  you  difpenfe  your  mortal  Harms, 
Tis  the  Creator's  Voice  that  founds  your  loud  Alarms, 
When  Guilt  with  louder  Cries  provokes  a  God  to  Arms, 

VI. 

0  for  a  Menage  from  above 
To  bear  my  Spirits  up  ! 

Some  Pledge  of  my  Creator's  love 
To  calm  my  Terrors  and  fupport  my  Hope  ! 
x    Let  Waves  and  Thunders  mix  and  roar, 
Ee  thou  my  God,  and  the  whole  World  is  mine; 
While  thou  art  SovYeign,  I'm  fecure ; 

1  (hall  be  rich  till  thou  art  poor ; 

For  all  I  fear,  and  all  I  wifh,  Heav'n,  Earth  and  Hell 

arc  thir*c. 

Earth 
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£#;'/£  and' Heaven. 

I. 

HAST  thou  not  feen,  impatient  Boy? 
Haft  thou  not  read  the  folemn  Truth, 
That  grey  Experience  writes  for  giddy  Youth 
On  every  Mortal  Joy  ? 
Plea  fare  tnuft  he   dafid  with  Pain  : 
And  yet  with  heedlefs  Hafte, 
The  thirfty  Boy  repeats  the  Tafle, 
Nor  hearkens  to  Defpair,  but  tries  the  Bowl  again. 
The  Rills  of  Pleafure  never  run  fincere ; 

(Earth  has  no  unpolluted  Spring) 
From  the  curs'd  Soil  feme  dang  rous  Taint  they  bear ; 
So  Rofes  grow  on  Thorns,  and  Honey  wears  a  Sting; 

II. 
In  vain  we  feek  a  Heaven  below  the  Sky ; 

The  World  has  falfe,  but  flattVing  Charms : 
Its  diftant  Joys  fhow  big  in  our  Efteem, 
But  leflen  dill  as  they  draw  near  the  Eye  ; 
In  our  Embrace  the  Vifions  die, 
And  when  we  grafp  the  airy  Forms 
We  lofe  the  pleafing  Dream. 
III. 
Earth,  with  her  Scenes  of  gay  Delight, 
fa  but  a  Landfkip  rudely  drawn, 
With  glaring  Colours,  and  falfe  Light ; 

C  z  Diilancc 


T 
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Diftance  commends  it  to  the  Sight, 

For  Fools  to  gaze  upon  ; 
But  bring  the  naufeous  Daubing  nigh, 
Coarfe  and  confused  the  hideous  Figures -lie, 
Diiicivre  the  Pleafure,  and  offend  the  Eye. 

IV. 
Look  up  my  Soul,  pant  toward  th'  Eternal  Hills ; 

Thofe  Heav'ns  are  fairer  than  they  ieem ; 
There  Pieafures  all  fincere  glide  on  in  Cryftal  Rills, 
There  not  a  Dreg  of  guilt  defiles, 
Nor  Grief  difturbs  the  Stream. 
That  Canaan  knows  no  noxious  Thing, 
No  curfed  Soil,  no  tainted  Spring, 
Nor  Rofes  grow  en  Thorns,  nor  Honey  wears  a  Sting. 


Felicity  Ahonce. 


NO,  'tis  in  vain  to  feek  for  Blifs ; 
For  Blifs  can  ne'er  be  found 
'Till  we  arrive  where  Jesus  is. 
And  tread  on  heav'nly  Ground. 

Ii; 

There's  nothing  round  thefe  painted  Skies, 

Or  round  his  dufty  Clod ; 
Nothing,  my  Soul,  that's  worth  thy  Joys, 

Or  lovely  as  thy  Gor>, 


IIF.    Tis 
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III. 

Tis  Heav'n  on  Earth  to  tafte  his  Love, 

To  feel  his  quickning  Grace ; 
And  all  the  Heav'n  I  hope  above 

Is  but  to  fee  his  Face. 

IV. 
Why  move  my  Years  in  flow  Delay  ? 

O  God  of  Ages !  why  ? 
Let  the  Spheres  cleave,  and  mark  my  way 

To  the  fuperior  Sky. 

V. 
Dear  Sov'reign,  break  thefe  vital  Strings 

That  bind  me  to  my  Clay ; 
Take  me,  Uriel,  on  thy  Wings, 

And  ftretch  and  foar  away. 


*Ms>m$> 


»< 


as>< 


S3&S 


God's  Dominion  and  Decrees 


KEEP  Silence,  all  created  Things, 
And  wait  your  Maker's  Nod  : 
The  Mufe  (lands  trembling  while  (he  (ings 
The  Honours  of  her  God. 

II. 
Life,  Death,  and  Hdl,  and  Worlds  unknown 

Hang  on  his  firm  Decree : 
He  fits  on  no  precarious  Throne, 
Nor  borrows  Leave  to  Be. 

C  3  III.  IV 
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III. 

Th'  Almighty  Voice  bid  ancient  Night 

Her  endlefs  Realms  refion. 
And  lo,  ten  thoufand  Globes  of  Light 

In  Fields  of  Azure  mine. 

IV. 
Now  Wifdom  with  fuperior  Sway 

Guides  the  vail  moving  Frame, 
WhUft  all  the  Ranks  of  Being  pay 

Deep  Reverence  to  his  Name. 

V. 
He  fpake ;  The  Sun  obedient  flood, 

And  held  the  falling  Day  : 
Old  Jordan  backward  drives  his  Flood, 

And  difappoints  the  Sea. 

VI. 
Lord  of  the  Armies  of  the  Sky, 

He  marfhals  all  the  Stars ; 
Red  Comets  lift  their  Banners  high. 

And  wide  proclaim  his  Wars. 

VII. 
Chain'd  to  his  Throne  a  Volume  lies, 

With  all  the  Fates  of  Men, 
With  every  Angel's  Form  and  Size 

Drawn  by  th'  eternal  Pen. 

VIII. 
His  Providence  unfolds  the  Book, 

And  makes  his  Counfels  mine  : 
Each  opening  Leaf,  and  every  Stroke, 

Fulfils  fome  deep  Defign. 

XX.  Here 
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IX. 
Here  he  exalts  negle&ed  Worms 

To  Scepters  and  a  Crown  ; 
Anon  the  following  Page  he  turns, 
And  treads  the  Monarch  down. 

X. 
Not  Gabriel  afks  the  Reafon  why, 

Nor  God  the  Reafon  gives ; 
Nor  dares  the  Favourite-Angel  pry 
Between  the   folded  Leaves. 

XI. 
My  God,  I  never  long'd  to  fee 

My  Fate  with  curious  Eyes, 
What  gloomy  Lines  are  writ  for  me, 
Or  what  bright  Scenes  (hall  rife. 

XIL 
In  thy  fair  Book  of  Life  and  Grace 

May  1  but  find  my  Name, 
Recorded  in  fome  humble  Place 
Beneath  my  Lord  the  Lamb. 

A.  A.  A.  A  A.  A.  A  *  A  A.  A  A.  A,  A.  A.  A  A  A  A  A  A  A  A  A 

OTf  fj»  W Tp  W» Tp  TT*  ▼TT  ▼p  Tp  TT*  Tr*  Tp  TTT  tT  Tf*  Tp  Tp  T|*  Tp  Tf*  TT*  ♦*▼  TT* 

SelfConfecration. 

I. 

TT  grieves  me,  Lord,  it  grieves  me  fore, 
A  That  I  have  liv'd  to  thee  no  more, 
And  wafted  half  my  Days ; 

Q  4  My 
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My  inward  Pow'rs  (hall  burn  and  flame 
With  Zeal  and  PafEon  for  thy  Name, 
I  would  not  fpeak,  but  for  my  God,  nor  move,  butt© 
his  Praife. 

II. 
What  are  my  Eyes  but  aids  to  fee 
The  Glories  of  the  Deity 
Xnfcrib'd  with  Beams  of  Light 
On  Fiow'rs  and  Stars  ?  Lord,  I  behold 
The  mining  Azure,  Green  and  Gold  ; 
Eut  when  I  try  to  read  thy  Name,  a  Dimnefs  veils  my  Sight. 

III. 
Mine  Ears  are  rais'd  when  Virgil  fings 
Sicilian  Swains,  or  Trojan  Kings, 
And  drink  the  Mufic  in  : 
Why  mould  the  Trumpet's  brazen  Voice, 

Gr  Oaten  Reed  awake  my  Joys, 
And  yet  my  heart  fo  ftupid  lie  when  faered  Hymns  begin  r 

IV. 
Change  me,  O  God ;  my  Flefh  (hall  be 
An  Inftrument  of  Song  to  thee, 
And  thou  the  Notes  infpire  : 
My  tongue  fhall  keep  the  heav'nly  Chime, 
My  chearful  Pulfe  fhall  beat  the  Time, 
And  fweet  variety  of  Sound  fha.ll  in  thy  Praife  compile. 

V. 
The  dearefl  Nerve  about  my  Heart, 
Should  it  refufe  to  bear  a  Part, 

With  my  melodious  Breath, 
I'd  tear  away  the  vital  Chord, 
A  bloody  Vi&im  to  my  Lord, 
^nd  live  without  that  impious  String,  or  fhew  my  Zeal 

in  Death; 

The 
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the  Creator  and  Creatures. 

I. 

GOD  is  a  Name  my  foul  adores, 
Th'  Almighty  Three,  tV  Eternal  One; 
Nature  and  Grace,  with  all  their  Pow'rs, 
Confefs  the  Infinite  Unknown. 

II. 
From  thy  Great  Self  thy  Being  fprings ; 
Thou  art  thine  own  Original, 
Made  up  of  uncreated  Things, 
And  Self-fufhcience  bears  them  all. 

III. 
Thy  Voice  produced  the  Seas  and  Spheres, 
Bid  the  Waves  roar,  and  Planets  mine  ; 
But  nothing  like  thy  Self  appears, 
Thro'  all  thefe  fpacious  Works  of  thine. 

IV. 
Still  reftlefs  Nature  dies  and  grows  ; 
From  Change  to  Change  the  Creatures  run  : 
Thy  Being  no  Succefiion  knows, 
And  all  thy  vail  Defigns  are  one  : 

V. 
A  Glance  of  thine  runs  thro'  the  Globes, 
Rules  the  bright  Worlds,  and  moves  their  Frame  : 
Broad  Sheets  of  Light  compofe  thy  Robes ; 
Thy  Guards  are  form'd  of  living  Flame. 

C  5  VI.  Tkrones 
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VI. 

Thrones  and  Dominions  round  thee  fall, 
And  worihip  in  fubmiffive  Forms ; 
Thy  Prefence  Ihakes  this  lower  Ball, 
This  little  Dwelling-place  of  Worms. 

Vil. 
How  mall  affrighted  Mortals  dare 
To  fing  thy  Glory  or  thy  Gracef 
Beneath  thy  Feet  we  lie  fo  far, 
JinA  fee  but  Shadows  of  thy  Face  ? 

VIII. 
Who  can  behold  the  blazing  Light  ? 
Who  can  approach  confuming  Flame  ? 
None  but  thy  Wifdom  knows  thy  Might; 
None  but  thy  Word  can  fpeak  thy  Name. 

The  Nativity  of  Christ. 

I. 

"  QHEPHERDS,  rejoice,  lift  up  your  Eyes, 

O     "  And  fend  your  Fears  away  ; 
"  News  from  the  Region  of  the  Skies, 

81  Salvation's  born  to  day. 

II. 
"  JESUS,  the  God  whom  Angels  fear,  . 

"  Comes  down  to  dwell  with  you  ; 
"  To  day  he  makes  his  Entrance  here, 

"  But  not  as  Monarchs  do. 

III.  "  N« 
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III. 
"  No  Gold,  nor  purple  fwadling  Bands, 

"  Nor  Royal   fhining  Things  ; 
"  A  Manger  for  his  Cradle  ftands, 

"  And  holds  the  King  of  Kings. 

IV. 
"  Go,  Shepherds,  where  the  Infant  lies, 

"  And  fee  his  humble  Throne  ; 
"  With  Tears  of  Joy  in  all  your  Eyes, 

•<  Go,  Shepherds,  kifs  the  Son." 

V. 
Thus  Gabriel  fang,  and  fir  ait  around 

The  heavenly  Armies  throng, 
They  tune  their  Harps  to  lofty  Sound, 

And  thus  conclude  the  Song  : 

Vf. 
f<  Glory  to  God  that  reigns  above, 

"  Let  Peace  furround  the  Earth  ; 
"  Mortals  fliall  know  their  Maker's  Love, 

M  At  their  Redeemer's  Birth/' 

VII. 
Lord  !  and  fliall  Angels  have  their  Songs, 

And  Men  no  Tunes  to  raife  ? 
O  may  we  lofe  theie  ufelefs  Tongues 

When  they  forget  to  praife  ! 

VIII. 
Glory  to  God  that  reigns  above, 

That  pitied  us  forlorn, 
We  join  to  fing  our  Maker's  Love, 

For  there's  a  Saviour  born. 


God 
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God  Glorious y  and  Sinners  Saved. 

I. 

FAT  HER,  how  wide  thy  Glory  fhines ! 
How  high  thy  wonders  rife  ! 
Known  thro*  the  Earth  by  thoufand  Signs, 
By  thoufand  thro'  the  Skies. 

II. 
Thofe  mighty  Orbs  proclaim  thy  Power, 

Their  Motions  fpeak  thy  Skill ; 
And  on  the  Wings  of  every  Hour, 
We  read  thy  Patience  ftiil. 

III. 
Part  of  thy  Name  divinely  (lands 

On  all  thy  Creatures  writ, 
They  fhew  the  Labour  of  thine  Hands, 
Orlmprefs  of  thy  Feet. 

IV. 
But  when  we  view  thy  ftrange  Defiga 

To  fave  rebellious  Worms, 
Where  Vengeance  and  Companion  join 
In  their  divineft  Forms ; 

V. 
Our  Thoughts  are  loft  in  reverend  Awe  : 

We  love  and  we  adore  ; 
The  flrft  Arch- Angel  never  faw 
So  much  of  God  before. 

VL  Here 
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VL 

Here  the  whole  Deity  is  known, 

Nor  dares,  a  Creature  guefs 
Which  of  the  Glories  brighter!  fhone, 

The  juftice  or  the  Grace. 

VII. 
When  Sinners  broke  the  Father's  Laws, 

The  dying  Son  atones  ; 
Oh  the  dear  Myfteries  of  his  Crcis  ! 

The  Triumph  of  his  Groans  ! 

VIII. 
Now  the  full  Glories  of  the  Lamb 

Adorn  the  heavenly  Plains ; 
Sweet  Cherubs  learn  Immanuels  Name, 

And  try  their  choiceil  Strains. 

IX. 
O  may  I  bear  fome  humble  part 

In  that  Immortal  Song ! 
Wonder  and  Joys  mall  tune  my  Heart, 

And  Love  command  my  Tongue. 


**;/-' 


fit 
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The   Humble  Enquiry. 
A  French  Sonnet  imitated.      i6g$. 

Grand  Dieu,  tes  Jugemens,  &c. 
I. 

GRACE  rules  below,  and  fits  cnthron'd  abore, 
How  few  the  Sparks   of  Wrath  !    how   flow   thcJ 
move, 
And  drop  and  die  in  boundlefs  Seas  of  Love  ! 

If. 
Eat  me,  vile  Wretch  !  fhould  pitying  Love  embrace 
Deep  in  its  Ocean,    Hell  itfelf  woulu  I 
And  flam,  and  burn  me  thro'  the  boundlefs  Seas. 

in. 

Yea,  Lord,  my  Guilt  to  fuch  a  Vaftnefs  grown 
Seems  to  confine  thy  Choice  to  Wrath  alone, 
And  calls  thy  Power  to  vindicate  thy  Throne. 

IV. 
Thine  Honour  bids,  Avengs  thine  injur  d  Name, 
Thy  flighted  Loves  a  dreadful  Glory  claim, 
While  my  moot  Tears  might  but  incenfe  thy  Flame. 

V. 
Should  Heav'n  grow  black,  Almighty  Thunder  roar, 
And  Vengeance  blaft  me,  I  could  plead  no  more, 
But  own  thy  Juilice  dying,    and  adore, 

VI.  \ 


r 


Sacred  to  Devotion,  &c.  19 

VI. 

Vet  can  thofe  Bolts  of  Death  that  cleave  the  Flood 
To  reach  a  Rebel,  pierce  this  facred  Shroud, 
Ting'd  in  the  vital  Stream  of  my  Redeemer's  Blood. 


The  Penitent  Pardoned. 


HENCE  from  my  Soul,  my  Sins,  depart, 
Your  fatal  Friendfhip  now  I  fee  ; 
Long  have  you  dwelt  too  near  my  Heart, 
Hence,  to  eternal  Diitance  flee. 

II. 
Ye  gave  my  dying  Lord  his  Wound, 
Yet  I  carefs'd  your  viperous  Brood, 
And  in  my  Heart-firings  lapp'd  you  round, 
You,  the  vile  Murderers  of  my  God. 

III. 
Black  heavy  Thoughts,  like  Mountains,   roll 
O'er  my  poorBreaft,  with  boding  Fears, 
And  crufhing  hard  my  tortufd  Soul, 
Wring  thro'  my  Eyes  the  briny  Tears. 

IV. 
Forgive  my  Treafons,  Prince  of  Grace, 
The  bloody  Jeucs  were  Traitors  too, 
Yet  thou  haft  prayMfor  that  curs'd  Race, 
Father ',  they  know  not  what  they  do, 

V.  Great 
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V. 


Great  Advocate,  look  down  and  fee 

A  Wretch,  whofc  fmarting  Sorrows  bleed  ; 

O  plead  the  fame  Excufe  for  me  ! 

For,  Lord,  I  knew  not  what  I  did. 

VI. 
Peace,  my  Complaints ;  Let  every  Groan 
Be  ftill  and  Silence  wait  his  Love  ; 
CompafTions  dwell  amidft,  his  Throne, 
And  thro'  his  inmoft  Bowels  move. 

VII. 
Lo,  from  the  everlaiting  Skies, 
Gently,  as  Morning-dews  diftill, 
The  Dove  Immortal  downward  flies, 
With  peaceful  Olive  in  his  Bill. 

VUL 
Howfweet  the  Voice  of  Pardon  founds  ! 
Sweet  the  Relief  to  deQip  Diftrefs  ! 
I  feel  the  Balm  that  heals  my  Wounds, 
And  all  my  PowVs  adore  the  Grace. 


A  Hymn 
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PS 


A  Hymn  of  Praife  for  three  great  Salvations. 
V  I  Z. 

1.  From  the  Spaniflilnvafion,   1588. 

2.  From  the  Gun-powder  Plot.     Nov.  5. 

3.  From  Popery  and  Slavery  by  K.Wil- 
liam of  Glorious  Memory,  who  landed 
Nov.  5.  168 8. 

Ctmftfid  No?.  $>  i£P5« 

I. 

INFINITE  God,  thy  Counfels  ftand 
Like  Mountains  of  Eternal  Brafs, 
Pillars  to  prop  our  finking  Land, 
Or  guardian  rocks  to  break  the  Seas. 

II. 
From  Pole  to  Pole  thy  Name  is  known,    _ 
1  hce  a  whole  Heaven  of  Angels  praife  ; 
Our  labouring  Tongues  would  reach  thy  'Ihrone 
V\  ith  the  loud  Triumphs  of  thy    Grace. 

III. 
Part  cf  thy  Church,  by  thy  Command, 
Stands  raised  upon  the  Britijb  Illes ; 
There,  faid  the  Lord,    to  Ages  ft  and, 
Firm  as  the  ever  lofting  Hills. 

IV.  la 
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IV. 

In  vain  the  Spauijb  Ocean  roar'd  ; 
Its  Billows  fwelFd  againft  our  Shore, 
Its  Billows  funk  beneath  thy  Word, 
With  all  the  floating  War  they  bore. 

V. 
Come,   faid  the  Sons  of  bloody  Rome, 
Let  us  provide  new  Arms  from  Hell  : 
And  dovvn-they  digg'dthro'  Earth's  dark  Womb, 
And  ranfeck'd  all  the  burning  Cell. 

VI. 
Old  SWtf&fent  them  fiery  Stores, 
Infernal  Coal,  and  fulph'rous  Flame, 
And  all  that  burns,    and  all  that  roars, 


«B 


Outrageous  Fires  of  dreadful  Name. 

VII. 
Beneath  the  Senate  and  the  Throne, 
Engines  of  Hellifh  Thunder  lay  ; 
There  the  dark  Seeds  of  Fire  were  fown, 
To  fpring  a  bright,  but  difmal  Day. 

VIII. 
Thy  Love  beheld  the  black  Defign, 
Thy  Love  that  guards  our  Ifland  round  5 
Strange  how  it  quench'd  the  fiery  Mine, 
And  crufh'd  the  tempeft  under  Ground. 

The  Second  Part. 


AS  S  U  M  E,  my  Tongue,  a  nobler  Strain, 
Sing  the  new  Wonders  of  the  Lord  ; 
The  Foes  revive  their  PowVs  again, 
Again  they  die  beneath  his  Sword. 

II.  Di 
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II. 

Dark  as  our  Thoughts  our  Minutes  roll, 
While  Tyranny  poiTefsd  the  Throne, 
And  Murderers  of  an  Irifh  Soul 
Ran,  threatning  Death,  thro'  every  Town. 

III. 

The  Roman  Pried,  and  Britijb  Prince, 
Joiifd  their  befl  Force,  and  blackeft  Charms, 
And  the  fierce  Troops  of  neighbouring  France 
Oiler'd  die  Service  of  their  Arms. 

IV. 

KI:s  done,  they  cry'd,    and  laugh'd  aloud, 
rhe  Courts  of  Darknefs  rang  with  Joy, 
rh'  old  Serpent  hifs'd,  and  Hell  grew  proud, 
While  Zion  mourn'd  her  ruin  nigh. 

V. 

But  lo,  the  great  Deliverer  fails 
wOmrniflion'd  from  Jehovah's  Hand, 
\nd  fmiling  Seas,  and  wifhing  Gales, 
onvey  him  to  the  longing  Land. 

VI. 
rhe  happy  Day,  and  happy  Year,        )    ^^  ^  l6gg< 
Both  in  our  new  Salvation  meet :  5 

The  Day  that  quench'd  the  burning  Snare,      ?  AW.   5. 
The  Year  that  burnt  the  invading  Fleet.  3       158&. 

VII. 
>Tow  did  thine  Arm,  OGod  of  Hofh* 
\Tow  did  thine  Arm  fhi::e  dazling  bright, 
The  Sons  of  Might  their  Hands  had  loir, 
And  Men  of  Blood  forgot  to  fight. 


VIII.  Bri- 
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VIII. 

Brigades  of  Angels  lin'd  the  way, 
And  guarded  William  to  his  Throne  ; 
There,  ye  ceieflial  Warriors,  Hay, 
And  make  his  Palace  like  your  own. 

IX. 
Then,  mighty  God,   the  Earth  fhall  know 
And  learn'd  the  Worfhip  of  the  Sky  : 
Angels  and  Britons  join  below, 
To  raife  their  Hallelujahs h\g\u 

X. 
All  Hal/afezjafj,  heavenly  King  ; 
While  diflant  Lands  thy  Viclory  fing, 
And  Tongues  their  utmoft  Powers  employ, 
The  World's  bright  Roof  repeats  the  Joy. 


( 


The  Incomprehenfibk. 


FA  R  in  the  Heav'ns  my  God  retires, 
My  God,  the  Mark  of  my  Defires, 
And  hides  his  lovely  Face  ; 
When  he  defcends  within  my  View, 
He  charms  my  Reafon  to  purfue, 
But  leaves  it  tifd  and  fainting  in  th'  unequal  Chafe, 


U.  Or 

» 
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IL 

Or  if  I  reach  unufual  Height 

Till  near  his  prefence  brought, 
There  Floods  of  Glory  check  my  Flight, 
Cramp  the  bold  pinions  of  my  Wit, 

And  all  untune  my  Thought  ; 
Piung'd  in  a  Sea  of  Light  I  roll, 
Where  iVifdom,  Jujlice,  Mercy  y  mines  ; 
Infinite  Rays  in  eroding  Lines 

Beat  thick  Ccnfuiion  on  my  Sight,  and  overwhelm  my 
Soul. 

III. 
Come  to  my  Aid,  ye  Fellow-Minds, 
And  help  me  reach  the  Throne  ; 
(What  fingle  Strength,  in  vain  defigns, 
United  Force  hath  done  ; 
Thus  Worms  may  join,    and  grafp  the  Poles, 

Thus  Atoms  fill  the  Sea) 
But  the  whole  Race  of  Creature-Sou's 
Stretch' d  to  their  laft  Extent  of  Thought,  plunge  and  are 
Loll  in  thee. 

IV. 
Great  God,  behold  my  Reafon  lies 
Adoring  ;  yet  my  Love  would  rife 

On  Pinions  not  her  own  : 
Faith  fhail  direct  her  humble  Flight, 
Thro'  all  the  traeklefs  Seas  of  Light, 
To  Thee,  th/  Eternal  Fair,  the  Infinite  Unknown. 


Death 
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Death  and  Eternity 
I. 

MY  Thoughts,  that  often  mount  the  Skies, 
Go,  fearch  the  World  beneath, 
Where  Nature  in  all  Ruin  lies, 
And  owns  her  Sovereign,  Death. 

IT. 
The  Tyrant,  how  he  triumphs  here  ! 

His  Trophies  fpread  around  ! 
And  heaps  of  Dull  and  Bones  appear 
Thro'  all  the  hollow  Ground. 

III. 
Thefe  Skulls,  what  ghaftly  Figures  now  ! 

How  loathfome  to  the  Eyes  ? 
Thefe  are  the  Heads  we  lately  knew 
So  beauteous  and  fo  wife. 

IV. 
But  where  the  Souls,  thofe  deathlefs  Things, 

That  left  his  dying  Clay  ? 
My  Thoughts,  now  itretch  out  all  your  Wings, 
And  trace  Eternity. 

V. 
O  that  unfathomable  Sea  ! 

Thofe  Deeps  without  a  Shore  ! 
Wrhere  living  Waters  gently  play, 
Or  fiery  Billows  roar. 

VI.  Thus 
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VI. 

Thus  mull  we  leave  the  Banks  of  Life, 

Ana  try  this  doubtful  Sea  ; 
Vain  are  our  Groans,   and  dying  Strife, 

To  gain  a  Moment's  Stay. 

VII. 
Thepe  we  fhall  fwim  in  heav'nly  Blifs, 

Cr  fink  in  Saming  Waves, 
While  the  pale  Carcafs  thoughtlefs  lies, 

Amongft  the  filent  Graves. 

Vill. 
Some  hearty  Friend  fhall  drop  his  Tear 

On  our  dry  Bones,    and  fay, 
"  Thefe  once  were  ftrohg,  as  mine  appear, 

"  And  mine  mufl  be  as  they." 

IX. 
Thus  (hall  our  mould' ring  Members  teach 

What  now  our  Senfes  learn  : 
For  Duft  and  Ames  loaded  preach 

Man's  infinite  Concern. 


A  Sight  of  Heaven  in  Sicknefs. 


OF  T  have  I  fat  in  fecret  Sighs, 
To  feel  my  Flcih  decay, 
Then  groan'd  aloud  with  frighedEyes, 
To  view  the  tott VirTg  Clay. 

11.  But 
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II. 

But  I  forbid  my  Sorrows  now, 

Nor  dares  the  Flefn  complain  ; 
Difeafes  bring  their  Profit  too  ; 

The  Joy  o'ercomes  the  Pain. 

III. 
My  chearful  Soul  now  all  the  Day 

Sits  waiting  here  and  fmgs  ; 
Looks  tin  o'  the  Ruins  of  her  Clay, 

And  praclifes  her  Wings. 

IV. 
Faith  almoft  changes  into  Sight, 

While  from  afar  lhe  ipie.;, 
Her  fair  Inheritance,  in  Light 

Above  cheated  Skies. 

V. 
Had  but  the  Prifon  Walls  been  ftrong, 

And  firm  without  a  Flaw, 
In  darknefs  fhe  had  dwelt  too  long, 

And  lofs  of  Glory  faw. 

VI. 
But  now  the  everlafting  Hills 

Thro''  every  Chink  appear, 
And  fon:eching  of  the  Joy  ihe  feels 

While  fne's  a  Pris'ner  here. 

VII. 
The  (nines  of  Heaven  rum  fweetly  in 

At  all  the  gaping  Flaws  ; 
Vifions  of  endlefs  Blifs  are  feen  ; 

And  native  Air  fhe  draws. 


VIII.  O 
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VIII. 

O  may  thefe  Walls  ftand  totfring  flill, 

The  Breaches  never  clofe, 
If  I  mull  here  in  Darknefs  dwell, 

And  all  this  Glory  lofe  ! 

IX. 
Or  rather  let  this  Flefti  decay, 

The  Ruins  wider  grow, 
Till  glad  to  fee  th'  enlarged  Way, 

I  flretch  my  Pinions  through. 

«&  <<5fc :  & :  tto  ••  dfe  ••  dk  <fc :  & 

fhe  Unherfal  Hallelujah. 

Pfalm  cxlviii.  Parapbraid. 


PR  A I S  E  ye  the  Lord  with  joyful  Tongue 
Ye  Pow'rs  that  guard  his  Throne  ; 
JESUS  the  Man  (hall  lead  the  Song, 
The  God  infpire  the  Tune. 

II. 
Gabriel,  and  all  th*  immortal  Choir 

That  fill  the  Realms  above, 
Sing  ;  for  he  fornVd  you  of  his  Fire, 
And  feeds  yoii  with  his  Love. 

d  in. 
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III. 

Shine  to  his  Praife,  ye  Chryftal  Skies, 

The  Floor  of  his  Abode, 
Or  veil  your  little  twinkling  Eyes 
Before  a  brighter  GOD. 

IV. 
Thou  reftlefs  Globe  cf  Golden  Light, 

Whofe  Beams  create  our  Days, 
Join  with  the  Silver  Queen  of  Night, 
To  own  your  borrow'd  Rays. 

V. 
Blufh  and  refund  the  Honours  paid 

To  your  inferior  Names : 
Tell  the  blind  World,  your  Orbs  are  fed 
By  his  o'erflowing  Flames. 

VI. 
Winds,  ye  fhallbear  his  Name  aloud 

Thro'  the  Ethereal  Blue, 
For  when  his  Chariot  is  a  Cloud, 
He  makes  his  Wheels  of  you. 

VII. 
Thunder  and  Hail,  and  Fires  and  Storm© 

The  Troops  of  his  Command, 
Appear  in  all  your  dreadful  Forms, 
Andfpeak  his  av/ful  Hand. 

VIII. 
Shout  to  the  Lord,  yefurging  Seas* 

In  your  eternal  Roar  ; 
Let  Wave  to  Wave  refound  his  Pralftv 
Axd  Shore  reply  to  Shore ; 


IX. 
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IX. 

While  Monfters  fporting  on  the  Flood, 

In  fcaly  Silver  ihine, 
Speak  terribly  their  Maker-Go  d, 

And  lafh  the  foaming  Brine. 

X. 
Bat  gentler  Things  mall  tune  his  Name 

To  fofter  Notes  than  thefe, 
Young  Zephyrs  breathing  o'er  the  Stream, 

Or  whifpering  thro'  the  Trees. 

XI. 
Wave  your  tall  Heads,  ye  lofty  Pines, 

To  him  that  bid  you  grow, 
Sweet  Cluflers,   bend  the  fruitful  Vines 

On  every  thankful  Bough. 

XII. 
Let  the  fhrill  Birds  his  Honour  raife, 

And  climb  the  Morning-Sky  : 
While  groveling  Beaiis  attempt  his  Praife 

In  hoarfer  Harmony. 

XIII. 
Thus  while  the  meaner  Creatures  ling. 

Ye  Mortals,   take  the  Sound, 
Echo  the  Glories  of  your  King 

Thro'  all  the  Nations  round. 

XIV. 
Th'  Eternal  Name  mull  fly  abroad 

From  Britain  to  Japan  ; 
And  the  whole  Race  (hall  bow  to  God 

That  owns  the  Name  of  Man. 

D  z  Tb: 
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7&?  ^>//?V  Mijlake. 


I. 

LA  ET  G  H,  ye  Prophane,  and  fwell  and  burffi 
With  bold  Impiety  : 
Yet  mall  ye  live  for  ever  curs'd, 
And  feek  in  vain  to  die. 

II. 
To  Gafp  of  your  expiring  Breath 
Configns  your  Souls  to  Chains, 
By  the  lafl  Agonies  of  Death 
Sent  down  to  fiercer  Pains. 

III. 
Ye  (land  upon  a  dreadful  Steep, 

And  all  beneath  is  Hell ; 
Your  weighty  Guilt  will  link  you  deep, 
Where  the  old  Serpent  fell. 

IV. 
When  Iron  Slumbers  bind  your  Flefh, 

With  ftrange  Surprize  you'll  fi  nd 
Immortal  Vigour  fpring  afrefh, 
And  Tortures  wake  the  Mind  ! 

V. 
Then  you'll  confefs  the  frightful  Names 

Of  Plagues  you  fcorn'd  before, 
No  more  mall  look  like  idle  Dreams, 
Like  foolilh  Tales  no  more. 
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VI. 

Then  fhall  ye  curfe  that  fatal  Day, 

(With  Flames  upon  vour  Tongues) 
When  you  exchang'd  your  Souls  away 

For  Vanity  and  Songs. 

VIT. 
Behold  the  Saints  rejoice  to  die, 

For  Heav'n  mines  round  their  Heads  ; 
And  Angel  Guards  prepaid  to  fly, 

Attend  their  fainting  Beds. 

VIII. 
The'r  longing  Spirits  part,    and  rife 

To  their  Celeftial  Seat  ; 
Above  thefe  ruinable  Skies 

They  make  their  laft  Retreat, 

IX. 
Hence,,  ye  Prophane,  I  hate  your  Ways, 

I  walk  with  pious  Souls ;        > 
There's   a  wide  Difference  in  our  Race, 

And  diftant  are  our  Goals. 

The  Law  given  at  Sinai. 

I. 

AR  M  thee  with  Thunder,  heavenly  Mufe, 
And  keep  th1  expecting  World  in  Awe  ; 
Oft  haft  thou  fung  in  gentler  Mood 
The  melting  Mercies  of  thy  God  ; 


Now 
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Now  give  thy  fierceft  Fires  a  Loofe, 

And  found  his  dreadful  Law  : 
To  Ifraelfa&x\iz  Words  were  fpoke, 
To  Ifrael  freed  fVom  Egypt's  Yoke, 
Inhuman  Bondage  !   The  hard  galling  Load 
Over-prefs'd  their  feeble  Souls, 
Bent  their  Knees  to  fenfelefs  Bulls, 
And  broke  their  Ties  to  God. 
II. 
Now  had  they  pafs'd  the  Arabian  Bay, 

And  marched  between  the  cleaving  Sea  ; 
£The  riiing  Waves  flood  Guardians  of  their  wond'roua 
Way, 
But  fell  with  moil  impetuous  Force. 

On  the  purfuing  Swarms, 
And  ^uryTd  Egypt  all  in   Arms, 
Blending  in  watry  Death  the  Rider  and  the  Horfe  : 
O'erftru^gling  Pharaoh  roll'd  the  mighty  Tide, 
And  fav'd  the  Labours  of  a  Pyramid. 
Apis  and  Ore  in  vain  he  cries. 
And  all  his  horned  Gods  befide, 
He  fwallows  Fate  with  fwi mining  Eyes, 
And  curs'd  the  Hebrews  as  he  dy'd. 

III. 
Ah  !  foolifh^W,  to  comply 
With  Memphian  Idolatry  ! 
And  bow  to  Brutes,  (a  ftupid  Slave) 
To  Idols  impotent  to  fave  ! 
Behold  thy  God,  the  Sovereign  of  the  Sky, 
Has  wrought  Salvation  in  the  Deep, 
Has  bound  thy  Foes  in  Iron  Sleep, 
Andrais'd  thine  Honours  high  j 

His 
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His  Grace   forgives  thy  Follies  paft, 
Eehold  he  comes  in  Majefty, 
And  StnaTs  Top  proclaim a  his  Law  : 
Prepare  to  meet  thy  God  in  hafte  ;. 
But  keep  an  awful  Diitance  fr. 
Let  Mofes  round  thefacred  Hill 
The  circling  Limits  draw. 

IV. 
Hark  !  The  flirill  Echoes  of  the  Trumpet  roar, 
And  call  the  trembling  Armies  near  ; 
Slow  and  unwilling  they  appear, 
Rails  kept  them  from  the  Mount  before, 
Now  from  trie  Pvails  their  Fear : 
*Twas  the  fame  Herald,  and  the  Trump  the  fame- 
Which  mall  be  blown  by  high  Command, 
Shall  b;d  the  Wheels  of  Nature  ftand, 
And  HeavVs  eternal  Will  proclaim^ 
That  Time  fi all  be  no  more. 

V. 
Thus  while  the  labouring  Angel  fwell'd  the  Sound, 

And  rent  the  Skies,    and  (hook  the  Ground, 
Up  rofe  th'  Almighty  ;  round  his  Sapphire  Seat 

Adoring  Thrones  in  Order  fell  3 

The  lefter  Powers  at  diflance  dwell, 
And  caft  their  Glories  down  fucceffive  at  his  Feet  \ 

Gabriel  the  Great  prepares  his  way, 
Lift  up  your  Heads,  Eternal  Doors,    he  cries  ; 

Th1  Eternal  Doors  his  Word  obey, 

Open  and  fhoot  Celeftial  Day 
Upon  the  lower  Skies. 

D  4  HeavV* 
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Heav'ns  mighty  Pillars  bow'd  their  Head, 
As  their  Creator  bid, 
And  down  Jehovah  rode  from  the  fuperior  Sphere, 
A  thoufand  Guards  before,  and  Myriads  in  the  Rear, 

VI. 

His  Chariot  was  a  pitchy  Cloud, 

The  Wheels  befet  with  burning  Gems  ; 

The  Winds  in  Harnefs  with  the  Flame* 
Flew  o'er  th'  Ethereal  Road  : 

Down  thro'  his  Magazines  he  paft 

Of  Hail,  and  Ice,  and  fleecy  Snow, 

Swift  roll'd  the  Triumph,  and  as  fall 
Did  Hail,  and  Ice,  in  melted  Rivers  flow. 

The  Day  was  mingled  with  the  Night, 
His  Feet  on  folid  Darknefs  trod, 

His  radiant  Eyes  proclaim^  the  God, 
An&fcatter'd  dreadful  Light  ; 
He  breath'd,   and  Sulphur  ran,  a  fiery  Stream  : 
He  fpoke,  and  tho'  with  unknown  Speed  he  came) 
Chid  the  flow  Tempcft,  and  the  lagging  Flame. 

VII. 
Sinai  receivM  his  glorious  Flight,, 
With  Axle  red,  and  glowing  Wheel 

Did  the  winged  Chariot  light, 
*  And  rifing  Smoke  obfcurM  the  burning  Hill. 
Lo,  it  mounts  in  curling  Waves, 
Lo,  the  gloomy  Pride  out-braves 
The  {lately  Pyramids   of  Fire 
The  Pyramids  to  Heav'n  afpire, 
And  mix  with  Stars,  but  fee  their  gloomy  Offspring  high- 

So 
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So  have  you  feen  ungrateful-Ivy  grow 

Round  the  tall  Oak  that  fix  fcore  Years  has  flood, 

A  d  proudly  moot  a  leaf  or  two 
Above  its  kind    upporter's  utmoft  Bough, 
And  glory  there  to  iiand  the  loftieft  of  the  Wood. 

VIII. 

Forbear,  young. Mufe  forbear  ; 
The  fiow'ry  Things  that  Poets  fay, 
The  little  Arts  of  Simile 

Are  vain  and  ufelefs  here  ; 
Nor  fnall  the  burning  Hills  of  Old 

With  Sinai  be  compar'd, 
Nor  all^that  lying  Greece  has  told, 
Or  learned  Rome  has  heard  ; 
JEtna  (hall  be  nam'd  no  more, 
^JEtna,   the  Torch  of  Sicily  ; 
Not  half  fo  high 
Her  Lightnings  fiy, 
Not  half  fo  loud  her  Thunders  roar 
Crofs  the  Scicanian  Sea,  to  fright  trT  Italian  Shore, 
Behold  the  facred  Hill :  Its  trembling  Spire 
Quakes  at  the  Terrors  of  the  Fire, 
While  all  below  its  verdant  Feet  ^ 

Stagger  and  reel  under  th1  Almighty  Weight: 
Prefs'd  with  a  greater  than  feign'd  Atlas  Load 
Deep  groan'd  the  Mount  ;    it  never  bore 
infinity  before, 
It  bowd,  and  fhook  beneath  the  burden  of  a  God. 

IX. 

Frefh  Horror  feize  the  Camp,  Defpair, 
And  dying  Groans,  torment  the  Air, 

1}  5  And 
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And  Shrieks,   and  Swoons,   and  Deaths  were  there  ; 
The  bellowing  Thunder,  and  the  Lightning's  Blaze 

Spread  thro'  the  Hoft  a  wild  Amaze  ; 
Darknefs  on  every  Soul,  and  pale  was  every  Face  : 

Confus'd  and  difmal  were  the  Cries, 

Let  Mofes /peak,  or  Ifrael  dies  : 

Mofes  the  fpreading  Terror  feels, 

No  more  the  Man  of  God  conceals 
His  Shivering  and  Surprize  : 

Yet,  with  recovering  Mind,  commands 
Silence,  and  deep  attention,  thro'  the  Hebrew  Ban$s, 

X. 

Hark  !  from  the  Center  of  the  Flame, 

All  arm'd  and  feather'd  with  the  fame, 
MajefHck  Sounds  break  thro'  the  fmoaky  Cloud  : 

Sent  from  the  All-creating  Tongue, 
A  Flight  of  Cherubs  guard  the  Words  along, 
And  bear  their  fiery  Law  to  the  retreating  Crowds. 

XI. 

"lam  the  Lord  :  'Tis  I  proclaim 
"  That  glorious  and  that  fearful  Name, 
"  Thy  God  and  King  :  'Twas  I,   that  brokt 
"  Thy  Bondage,    and  th'  Egyptian  Yoke  ; 
"  Mine  is  the  Right  to  fpeak  my  Will, 
"  And  Thine  the  Duty  to  fulfil. 
€i  Adore  no  God  befide  Me,  to  provoke  mine  Eyes  ; 
"  Kor  worfhip  Me  in  Shapes  and  Forms  that  Men  dcvlk  j 
u  With  Rev'rence  uie  my  Name,nor  turn  my  Words  tojeft; 
"  Obfcrve  my  Sabbath  well,  nor  dare  prophane  my  Reft  $ 
u  Honour,  and  due  Obedience,  to  thy  Parents  give; 
**  Norfpill  the  guiltlefs  Blood,  nor  let  the  Guilty  live: 

"  Preferve 


Sacred  to  Devotion,  &x.         39 

«'  Preferve  thy  Body  chafte,   and  flee  th'  un'awful  Bed  ; 
**  Nor  ileal  thy  Neighbour's   Gold,   his  Garment,  or  his. 

Bread  ; 
u  Forbear  to  blafthis  Name  uith  Falfhood,  or  Deceit; 
*k  Nor  let  thy  Wiihes  loofe  upon  his  large  Eitate. 


Remember  your  Creator,  &c.   Ecclef.  xiu 


CH  I L  D  R  E  N,  to  your  Creator,  God, 
Your  early  Honours  pay, 
While  Vanity  and  youthful  Blood 
Would  tempt  your  Thoughts  aflray. 

II. 
The  Memory  of  his  mighty  Name, 

Demands  your  firft  Regard 
Kordare  indulge  a  meaner  Flame, 
'Till  you  have  lov'd  the  Lord. 

III. 

Be  wife,  and  make  his  Favour  fure, 

Before  the  mournful  Days, 
When  Youth  and  Mirth  are  known  no  more, 

And  Life  and  Strength  decays. 

IV. 
No  more  the  Bleflings  of  a  i  eaft 

Shall  relifli  on  the  Tong,e, 
The  heavy  Ear  forgets  the    Faftc 

And  Pleaiure  of  „a  Song. 

V. 
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V. 

Old  Age,   with  all  her  difmal  Train, 

Invades  your  golden  Years 
With  Sighs  and  Groans,  and  raging  Pain, 
And  Death,  that  never  fpares, 

VI. 
What  wil'  you  do  when  Light  departs, 

And  leaves  your  withering  Eyes, 
Without  one  Beam  to  chear  your  Hearts 
From  the  fuperior  Skies  ? 

VII. 
How  will  you  meet  God's  frowning  Bro\r. 

Or  Hand  before  his  Seat, 
While  Nature's  old  Supporters  bow, 
Nor  bear  their  tott'ring  Weight  ? 

VIII. 
Can  you  expe6l  your  feeble  Arms 
Shall  make  a  ftrong  Defence, 
When  Death,  with  terrible  Alarms, 
Summons  the  Pris'ner  hence  $ 

IX. 
The  Silver  Bands  of  Nature  burft, 

And  let  the  Building  fall ; 
The  Flefh  goes  down  to  mix  with  Duft, 
Its  vile  Original. 

X. 
Laden  with  Guilt,  (a  heavy  Load) 

Uncleans'd  and  unforgiv'n, 
The  Soul  returns  tan  angry  God, 
To  be  fhut  out  from  Heav'n, 


Sio?9 
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/SSffili  j^^b  jzs'&s*   /&fSfc. 

Sun,  Moon,  and  Starsy  praife  ye  the  Lord. 

I. 

FA  I  R  E  S  T  of  all  the  Lights  above, 
Thou  Sun,  whofe  Beams  adorn  the  Sphere*, 
And  withumveary'd  Swrftnefs  move, 
To  form  the  Circles  of  our  Years  ;, 

It 
Praife  the  Creator  of. the  Skies,. 
ThatdreiVd  thine  Orb  in  golden  Rays-: 
Or  may  the  Sun  forget  to  rife, 
If  he  forget  his  Maker's  Praife. 

III. 
Thou  reigning  Beauty  of  the  Night, 
Fair  Queen  of  Silence,  Silver  Moon, 
Whole  gentle  Beams,  and  borrow'd  Light, 
Are  iofter  Rivals  of  the  Noon  -T 

IV. 
Arife,  and  to  that  SovYeign  Pow'r 
Waxing  and  waning  Honours  pay, 
Who  bid  thee  rule  the  dufky  Hour, 
And  haif  fupply  the  abient  Day. 

V. 
Ye  twinkling  Stars,  who  gild  the  Skies 
When  Darknefs  has  its  Curtains  drawn, 
Who  keep  your  Watch,  with  wakeful  Eyes, 
When  Bufmefs,  Cares,  and  Day  are  gone  j 

VI. 
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VI. 

F     :lahn  the  Gloria  of  y our  Lord, 
D  'd  thro'  all  the  heay'nlj  Street, 

Who  'ndle-s  Treafures  can  afford 

So  rich  a  F  atfement  for  his  feet. 

ML 
Thou  Heav'n  of  Heav  ns,  fupremely  bright, 
Fair  Palace  of  the  Court  Divine, 
Where,  with  inimitable  Light, 
The  Godhead  condefcends  to  mine. 

VIII. 
Praife  thou  thy  Great  Inhabitant, 
Who  fcatters  lovely  Beams  of  Grace 
On  every  Angel,  every  Saint, 
Nor  veils  the  Luilre  of  his  Face. 

IX. 
O  God  of  Glory,  God  of  Love, 
Thou  art  the  Sun  that  makes  our  Days  : 
With  all  thy  mining  Works  above, 
Let  Earth  and  Duil  attempt  thy  Fraife. 

The  Welcome  MeJJenger. 


LORD,  when  we  fee  a  Saint  of  thine 
Lie  gafping  out  his  Breath, 
With  longing  E  es,  and  Looks  Divine, 
Smiling  and  pleas'd  in  Death ; 


n. 
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II. 
How  we  could  e'en  contend  to  lay 

Oar  Limbs  upon  that  Bed  ! 
We  afk  thine  Envoy  to  convey 

Our  Spirits  in  nib  Stead. 

III. 
Our  Souls  are  rifing  on  the  Wing, 

To  venture  in  his  rlace  ; 
For  when  grim  Death  has  loil  his  Sting, 

He  has  an  Angel's  Face. 

IV. 
JESUS,  then  purge  my  Crimes  away, 

'Tis  Guilt  creates  my  Fears, 
^is  Guilt  gives  Death  its  fierce  Array, 

And  all  the  Arms  it  bears. 

V. 
Oh?  if  my  threatning  Sins  were  gone, 

And  Death  had  loft  his  Sting, 
I  could  invite  the  -Angel  on, 

And  chide  his  lazy  Wing. 

VI. 
Away  thefe  interpoHng  Days, 

And  let  the  Lovers  meet ; 
T'ie  Angel  has  a  cold  Embrace, 

But  kind,   and  foft,   and  fwift. 

VII. 
I'd  leap  at  once  my  Seventy  Years, 

Fd  ruin  into  his  Arms, 
And  lofe  my  Breath,  and  all  my  Carei, 

Amidit  thofe  heav'nly  Charms. 

VIII; 
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VIII. 

Joyful  Fd  lay  this  Body  down, 

And  leave  the  lifelefs  Clay, 
Without  a  Sigh,  without  a  Groan> 

And  ftretch  and  foar  away. 

Sincere   Praife. 


ALMIGHTY  Maker,   Goo! 
How  wondrous  is  thy  Name  ! 
Thy  Glories  how  diffus'd  abroad 
Thro'  the  Creation's  Frame  ! 

II. 
Nature  in  every  Drefs 
Her  humble  Homage  pays, 
And  finds  a  thoufand  Ways  f  exprefi 
Thine  undhTembled  Praife. 

in. 

In  native  White  and  Red 

The  Rofe  and  Lilly  fland, 
And  free  from  Pride,  their  Beauties  fprcad, 

To  mew  thy  fkilful  Hand, 

IV. 

The  Lark  mounts  up  the  Sky, 

With  unambitious  Song, 
And  bears  her  Maker's  Praife  on  high 

Upon  her  artlefs  Tongue. 


v. 
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V. 

My  Soul  would  rife  and  fing 
To  her  Creator  too, 
Fain  would  my  Tongue  adore  my  King^. 
And  pay  the  Worfhip  due. 

VI. 

But  Pride,   that  bufy  Sin, 

Spoils  ail  that  I  perform  ; 
Curs'd  Pride,  that  creeps  fecurelyin,. 

And  fweik  a  haughty  Worm. 

VII. 

Thy  Glories  I  abate, 

Or  Praife  thee  with  Defrgn  ; 
Some  of  the  Favours  I  forget, 

Or  think  the  Merit  mine. 

via 

The  very  Songs  I  frame, 

Are  faithlefs  to  thy  Caufe, 
And  ileal  the  Honours  of  thy  Name- 
To  build  their  own  Applaufe. 

IX. 

Create  my  Soul  anew, 

Elfe  all  my  Worfhip's-  vain  ; 
This  wretched  Heart  will  ne'er  be  true, 

Until  'tis  formed  again. 

X. 

Defcend,  Celeftial  Fire, 

And  ieize  me  from  above, 
Melt  me  in  Flames  of  pure  Defirc,. 

A  Saccince  to  Love 


XL 
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XL 

Let  Joy  and  Worfhip  fpend 
The  Remnant  of  my  Days, 
And  to  my  God,  my  Sou!,  afcend. 
In  fweet  Perfumes  of  Fraife. 


'.«  r?»+:r» 
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True  Learning. 

Partly  imitated   from  a  French  Sonnet  of 
Mr.  Point. 


TT  A  P  P  Y  the  Feet  that  mining  Truth  has  led 
*-*  With  her  own  Hand  to  tread  the  Path  fhe  pleafe, 
To  fee  her  native  Luftre  round  her  fpread, 

Without  a  Vail,  without  a  Shade, 
All  Beauty,  and  all  Light,   as  in  herfelf  fhe  is. 

II. 
Cur  Senfes  cheat  us  with  the  prefiing  Crowds 
Of  painted  Shades  they  thruft  upon  the  Mind  : 
The  Truth  they  fhew  lies  wrap'd  in  fev'nfold  Shroudi, 

Our  Senfes  cad  a  Thoufand  Clouds 
On  unenlighten'd  Souls,   and  leave  them  doubly  blind, 

III. 
I  hate  the  Duftthat  fierce  Difputers  raife, 
And  lofe  the  Mind  in  a  wild  Maze   of  Thought  5 
What  empty  Triflings,   and  what  fubtil  Ways, 

To  fence  and  guard  by  Rule  and  Rote  ! 
Our  God  will  never  charge  us,  That  we  knew  them  Not. 

IV. 
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IV. 

Touch.  Heavenly  Word,  O  touch  thefe  curious  Souls ; 
Since  I  have  heard  but  one  foft  Hint  from  Thee, 
From  all  the  vain  Opinions  of  the  Schools 

(That  Pageantry  of"  knowing  Fools) 
I  feel  my  Powers  releas'd,  and  fland  divinely  free. 

V. 
'Twasthis  Almighty  Word  that  all  Things  made. 
He  grafts  whole  Nature  in  his  fmgle  Hand  ; 
All  the  Eternal  Truths  in  him  are  laid, 

Th?  Ground  of  all  Things,  and  their  Head, 
The  Circle  where  they  move,  and  Center  where  they 
fland. 

VI. 
Without  his  Aid  I  have  no  Aire  Defence, 
From  Troops  of  Errors  that  befiege  me  round? 
But  he  that  refts  his  Reafon  and  his  renfe 

Faft  here,  and  never  wanders  hence, 
Unmoveable  he  dwells  upon  unlhaken  Ground. 

VII. 
Infinite  Truth,  the  Life  of  my  Defires, 
Come  from  the  Sky,  and  join  thy  fell  to   me  ; 
I'm  tir'd  with  Hearing,  and  this  Reading  tires  ; 

But  never  tir'd  of  telling  Thee, 
*Tis  thy  fair  Face  alone  my  Spirit  burns  to  fee. 

VIII. 
Speak  to  my  Soul,  alone,  no  other  Hand 
Shall  mark  my  Path  out  with  delufive  Art  : 
All  Nature  filent  in  his  Prefence  Hand, 

Creatures  be  dumb  as  his  Command, 
And  leave  his  fing'e  Voice  to  whifper  to  my  Heart. 
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IX. 

Retire,  my  Soul,   within  thy  felf  retire, 
Away  from  Seufe  and  every  outward  Show  r 
Now  let  my  Thoughts  to  loftier  Themes  afpire, 
My  Knowledge  now  on  Wheels  of  Fire 
May  mount  and  fpread  above,  furveying  all  below* 

X. 
The  Lord  grows  lavinh  of  his  heav'nly  Light, 
-And  pours  whole  Floods  on  fuch  a  Mind  as  this  : 
Fled  from  the  Eyes  fhe  gains  a  piercing  Sight, 
She  dives  into  the  Infinite, 
And  fees  unutterable  Things  in  that  unknown  Abyfs. 

True  Wifdom* 


I. 

PRonouncehim  bleft,  my  Mufe,  whom  Wisdom  guide* 
In  her  own  Path  to  her  own  heavenly  Seat ; 
ThroTall  the  Storms  his  Soul  fecurely  glides, 
Nor  can  the  Tempefts,  nor  the  Tides, 
That  rife  and  roar  around,  fupplant  his  fteady  Feet, 

II. 
Earth,  you  may  let  your  golden  Arrows  fly, 
And  feek  in  vain,   a  PaiTage  to  his  Breaft, 
Spread  all  your  painted  Toys  to  court  his  Eye, 
He  fmiles,    and  fees  them  vainly  try 
To  lure  his  Soul  afide  from  her  Eternal  Reft, 

III. 
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Our  head  firong  Lulls,  like  a  young  fiery  Horfe, 
Start,   and  flee  raging  in  a  violent  Courfe  ; 
He  tames  and  breaks  them,  manages  and  rides  "em, 
Checks  their  Career,  and  turns  and  guides  'em, 
And  bids  his  Reafon  bridle  their  licentious  Force. 

IV. 
Lord  of  himfelf,  he  rules  his  wildeft  Thoughts, 
And  boldly  acts  what  calmly  he  defign'd, 
Whilft  he  looks  down  and  pities  human  Faults ; 
Nor  can  he  think,   nor  can  he  find 
A  Plague  like  reigning  Pafkons,   and  a  fubject  Mind. 

V. 
But  oh  !  'tis  mighty  Toil  to  reach  this  Height, 
To  vanquifh  Self  is  a  laborious  Art  ; 

What  manly  Courage  to  fuftain  the  Fight 
To  bear  the  noble  Pain,  and  part 
With  thofe  dear  charming  Tempters  rooted  in  the  Heart ! 

VI. 
Tis  hard  to  fland  when  all  the  Paflions  move, 
Hard  to  awake  the  Eye  that  Palhon  blinds 
To  rend  and  tear  out  this  unhappy  Love, 
That  clings  fo  clofe  about  our  Minds, 
And  where  th'  enchanted  Soul  fo  fweet  a  Poifon  finds. 

VII. 
Hard  ;  but  it  may  be  done.     Come,  Heavenly  Fire, 
Come  to  my  Bread,    and  with  one  powerful  Ray 
Melt  off  my  Lulls,  my  Fetters :  I  can  bear 
A  while  to  be  a  Tenant  here, 
But  not  bechain'd  andprifon'd  in  a  Cage  of  Clay. 

VIII. 
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viii 

Heav'n  is  my  Home  and  I  mud  ufe  my  Wings  ; 
Sublime  above  the  Globe  my  Flight  afpires  ; 
I  have  a  Soul  was  made  to  pity  icings, 
And  all  their  little  glittering  Things ; 
I  have  a  Soui  was  made  for  infinite  Defires. 

IX. 
Loos'd  from  the  Earth,  my  Heart  is  upward  flown  ; 
Farewel,  my  Friends,  and  all  that  once  was  mine  ; 
Now,  fhould  you  fix  my  Feet  on  Car/ar'a  Throne, 
Crown  me,  and  call  the  World  my  own, 
Che  Gold  that  binds  my  Brows  could  ne'er  my  Soul  con* 
fine. 

X. 
I  am  the  Lord's,  and  J  E  SU  S  is  my  Love  $ 
He,  that  dear  God,  fhall  fill  my  vail  Defire. 
My  Flefh  below  ;  yet  I  can  dwell  above, 
And  nearer  to  my  Saviour  move ; 
There  all  my  Soul  fhall  center,  all  my  Pow'rs  confpirc 

XL 
Thus  I  with  Angels  live  ;  thus  half-divine 
I  fit  on  high,  nor  mind  inferior  Joys  : 
Fiird  with  his  Love,  I  feel  that  God  is  mine, 
His  Glory  is  my  great  Defign, 
That  everlafting  Project  all  my  Thoughts  employs. 


A 
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A  Song  to  Creating   Wifdonu 


PART     I. 

I. 

ETERNAL  Wisdom,  thee  we  praife, 
Thee  the  Creation  fmgs: 
With  thy  loud  Name,  Rocks,  Hills,  and  Seas, 
And  Heav'n'shigh  Palace  rings. 

ir. 

Place  me  on  the  bright  Wings  of  Day 

To  travel  with  the  Sun ; 
With  what  Amaze  fhall  I  furvey 

The  WoLders  thou  haft  done  ? 

III. 
Thy  Hand  how  wide  it  fpread  the  Sky ! 

How  glorious  to  beheld  ? 
Ting'd  with  a  Blue  of  heavenly  Dye, 

And  ftarr'd  with  fparkling  Gold.  ' 

IV. 
There  thou  haft  bid  the  Globes  of  Light 

Their  cndlefs  Circles  run  ; 
There  the  pale  Planet  rules  the  Night, 

And  Day  obeys  the  Sun. 

PART 
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PART    IL 

V. 

^Downward  I  turn  my  wond'ring  Eyes 

On  Clouds  and  Storms  below, 
Thofe  Under-Regions  of  the  Skies 

Thy  num'reus  Glories  fhow. 

VI. 
Thenoify  winds  ftand  ready  there 

Thy  Orders  to  obey, 
"With  founding  Wings  they  fweep  the  Ait, 

To  make  thy  Chariot  Way. 

VII. 
There,  like  a  Trumpet,  loud  and  ftrong, 

Thy  Thunder  fhakes  our  Coaft  : 
While  the  red  Lightnings  wave  along, 

The  Banners  of  thine  Hoft. 

VIII. 
On  the  thin  Air,  without  a  Prop, 

Hang  fruitful  ShowVs  around  : 
At  thy  Command  they  fink,  and  drop 

Their  Fatnefs  on  the  Ground. 

-PART    III. 

IX. 

Now  to  the  Earth  I  bend  my  Song> 

And  call  my  Eyes  abroad, 
Glancing  the  Britijb  Ifles  along  ; 

£left  Ifles,  confefs  your  God. 
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X. 

How  did  his  wondrous  Skill  array 

Your  Fields  in  charming  Green  ; 
A  thoufand  Herbs  in  his  Art  difplay, 

A  thoufand  Flowers  between  ! 

XL 
Tall  Oaks  for  future  Navies  grow, 

Fair  Albion  s  beft  Defence, 
While  Corn  and  Vines  rejoice  below*' 

Thofe  Luxuries  of  Senfe. 

XII. 
The  bleating  Flocks  his  Pafture  feeds : 

And  Herds  of  larger  Size, 
That  bellow  thro'  the  Lindian  Meads, 

His  bounteous  Hand  fupplies. 

part:  iv. 

XIII. 

We  fee  the  Thames  carefs  the  Shore 

He  guides  her  filver  Flood  : 
While  angry  Severn  fwells  and  roars, 
-    Yet  hears  her  Ruler  God. 

XIV. 
The  rolling  Mountains  of  the  Deep 

Obferve  his  ftrong  Command  ; 
His  Breath  can  raife  the  Billows  fteep, 

Or  fink  them  to  the  Sand. 

XV. 
Amidil  thy  watry  Kingdoms,  Lord, 

The  finny  Nations  play, 
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And  fcaly  Monfters,   at  thy  Word, 
Rulh  thro*  the  Northern  Sea. 

PART    \\ 

XVI. 

Thy  Glories  blaze  all  Nature  round, 

And  ftrike  the  gazing  Sight, 
Thro'  Skies,  and  Seas,   and  folid  Ground, 

With  Terror  and  Delight. 

xvn. 

Infinite  Strength,   and  equal  Skill, 

Shine  thro'  the  Worlds  abroad, 
Our  Souls  with  vaft  Amazement  fill, 

And  fpeak  the  Builder  God. 

XVIII. 
But  the  fweet  Beauties  of  thy  Grace 

Our  fofter  Paffions  move  ; 
Pity  Divine  in  JE  S  US'  Face 

Wre  fee,  adore,  and  love. 

God's  Abfoluhe   Dominion. 


IORD,  when  my  Thoughtful  Soul  furvcys 
-^  Fire,  Air  and  Earth,  and  Stars  and  Seas, 
I  call  them  all  thy  Slaves  ; 
Commifiion'd  by  my  Father's  Will, 

Poyfons  fhall  cure,   or  Balms  (hail  kill  ; 

Vernal 
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Vernal  Sans,  or  Zefiyfi  Breath, 
May  burn  or  blaft  the  Plants  to  Death 

Thar  iharp  December  faves  ; 

What  can  Winds  or  Planets  boaft 

But  a  precarious  Pow'r  : 
The  Sun  is  all  in  Darknefs  loft, 
Froft  fhall  be  Fire,    and  Fire  be  Froft, 

When  he  appoints  the  Hour. 

II. 
Lo,  the  Norwegians  near  the  Polar  Sky 

Chafe  their  frozen  Limbs  with  fnow, 

Their  frozen  Limbs  awake  and  glow, 

The  vital  Flame  touched  with  a  firange  Supply 
Rekindles,  for  the  God  of  Life  is  nigh  ; 
He  bids  the  vital  Flood  in  wonted  Circles  flow. 

Cold  Steel  expoo'd  to  Northern  Air, 
Drinks  the  Meridian  Fury  of  the  Midnight  Bear, 

And  burns  trf  unwary  Stranger  there. 

III. 

Enquire,  my  Sou',  of  antient  Fame, 

Look  back  two  thoufand  Years,  and  fee 

T\C  JJJyrian  Prince  transformed  a  Brute, 

For  boafting  to  be  abfolute  : 
Once  to  his  Court  the  God  of  Ifrae/ came 

A  King  more  abfolute  than  he. 

I  fee  the  Furnace  blaze  with  Rage 

Sevenfold  :  I  fee  amidft  the  Flame 

Three  Hebrews  of  Immortal  Name  ; 
They  move,   they  walk  acrofs  the  burning  Stage 
Unhurt,    and  fearlefs,  while  the  Tyrant  itood 

A  Statue  ;  Fear  congeal  a  his  Blood  : 

F.    ' 
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Nor  did  the  raging  Element  dare 

Attempt  their  Garments,   or  their  Hair  ; 
It  knew  the  Lord  of  Nature  there. 
Nature,   compeird  by  a  fuperior  Caufo, 

Now  breaks  her  own  eternal  Laws, 

Now  ieems  to  break  them,  and  obeys 

Her  Sovereign  King  in  different  Ways. 

Father,  how  bright  thy  Glories  mine  ! 

How  broad  thy  Kingdom,  how  divine  ! 
Nature  and  Miracle,  and  Fate,  and  Chance  are  thirty, 

IV. 

Hence  from  my  Heart,  ye  Idols,  flec^ 

Ye  founding  Names  of  Vanity  ! 

No  more  my  Lips  (hall  facrifice 

To  Chance  and  Nature,  Tales  and  Lies  : 
Creatures  without  a  God  can  yeld  me  no  Supplies. 

What  is  the  Sun,  or  what  the  Shade, 

Or  Frofts,  or  Flames,  to  kill  or  fave  ? 
His  Favour  is  my  Life,  his  Lips  pronounce  me  dead  } 

And  as  his  awful  Di&ates  bid, 

Earth  is  my  Mother,  or  my  Grave. 

Condefcending  Grace. 
In  Imitation  of  the  cxivth  Pfalm. 


w 


I. 

H  E  N  the  Eternal  bows  the  Skies, 


To  vifit  Earthly  Things, 
With  Scorn  divine  he  turns  his  Eyes 
From  Towers  of  haughty  Kings  ; 


n 
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II. 

Rides  on  a  Cloud  difdainfal  by 

A  Sultan,    or  a  Cxar, 
Laughs  at  the  Worms  that  rife  fo  high, 

Or  frowns  'em  from  afar ; 

III. 
He  bids  his  awful  Chariot  roll 

Far  downward  from  the  Skies^ 
To  vifit  every  humble  Soul, 

With  Pleasure  in  his  Eyes. 

IV- 
Why  fhou'd  the  Lord  that  reigns  above 

Difdain  fo  lofty  Kings  ? 
Say,  Lord,  and  why  fuch  Looks  of  Love 

Upon  fuch  worthlefs  Things  ? 

V. 
Mortals,  be  dumb ;  what  Creature  dar$$ 

Difpute  his  awful  Will  ? 
Afk  no  Account  of  his  Affairs, 

But  tremble,  and  be  ftill. 

VI. 
Juft  like  his  Nature  is  his  Grace, 

All  Sovereign,  and  all  Free  ; 
Great  God,  how  fearchlefs  are  thy  Ways  ! 

How  deep  thy  Judgments  be  ! 


7ie 
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S 


The   Infinite. 

I. 

O  M  E  Seraph,   lend  your  heavenly  Tongue> 


Or  Harp  of  Golden  String, 
That  I  may  raife  a  lofty  Song 
To  our  Eternal  King. 

II. 
Thy  Names,  how  Infinite  they  be  ! 

Great  Everlasting  One  ! 

Boundlefs  thy  Might  and  Majefty, 

And  unconfin'd  thy  Throne. 

III. 
Thy  Glories  fhine  o-f  wondrous  Size, 

And  wondrous  large  thy  Grace  ; 
Immortal  Day  breaks  from  thine  Eyes, 
And  Gabriel  veils  his  Face. 

IV. 
Thine  EfTence  is  a  vaft  Abyfs, 

Which  Angels  cannot  found, 
An  Ocean  of  Infinities 

Where  all  our  Thoughts  are  drown'd. 

V. 

TheMyfleries  of  Creation  lie 

Beneath  enlighten'd  Minds, 


Thoughts 
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Thoughts  can  afcend  above  the  Sky, 

And  fly  before  the  Winds. 

VI. 
Reafon  may  grafp  the  mafTy  Hills, 

And  ftretch  from  Pole  to  Pole, 
But  half  thy  Name  our  Spirit  fills, 

And  overloads  our  Soul. 

VH. 
In  vain  our  haughty  Reafon  fwells, 

For  Nothing's  found  in  Thee 
But  boundlefs  Unconceivables-, 

And  vafl  Eternity. 

mc\  <n(\  cti  r>c\  *r\  inc%  c\  m  p<f\  /n/i^ 

Confefflon  and  Pardon, 

I. 

ALAS,  my  aking  Heart ! 
Here  the  keen  Torment  lies ; 
It  racks  my  waking  Hours  with  Smart, 
And  frights  my  Humbling  Eyes. 

II. 
Guilt  will  be  hid  no  more, 
My  Griefs  take  vent  apace, 
The  Crimes  that  blot  my  Confciencc  o*<r 
Flufh  Crimfon  in  my  Face. 

III. 
My  Sorrows,  like  a  Flood, 
Impatient  of  Reftraint, 


In:# 
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Into  thy  Bofom,  O  my  God, 

Pour  out  a  long  Complaint. 

IV. 

This  impious  Heart  of  mine 

Could  once  defy  the  Lo  r  d, 
Could  rum  with  Violence  on  to  Sin, 

Jn  Prefence  of  thy  Sword. 

V. 

How  often  have  I  flood 

A  Rebel  to  the  Skies, 
The  Calls,  the  Tenders  of  a  God, 

And  Mercy's  loudeft  Cries  ! 

VI. 

He  offers  all  his  Grace, 

And  all  his  Heaven  to  me  ; 
Offers  !  but  'tis  to  fenfelefs  Brafs, 

That  cannot  feel  nor  fee. 

VII. 

J  E  S  US  the  Saviour  flands 

To  court  me  from  above, 
And  looks  and  fpreads  his  wounded  Handa^ 

And  fhews  the  Prints  of  Love. 

VIII. 

But  I,  a  ftupid  Fool, 

How  long  have  I  withftood 
The  Blefiings  purchasM  with  his  'Soul, 

And  paid  for  all  in  Blood  ? 

IX. 

The  heav'nly  Dove  came  down 

.j&Ad  tender *d  me  his  Wings 

To 
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To  mount  me  upward  to  a  Crown, 
And  bright  immortal  Things, 

X. 
Lord,  I'm  afhamM  to  fay 
That  I  refus'd  thy  Dove, 
And  fent  thy  Spirit  griev'd  away, 
To  his  own  Realms  of  Love. 

XL 

Not  all  thine  ] 'nly  Charms, 

Nor  Terrors  of  thy  Hand, 
Could  force  me  to  lay  down  my  Aims, 
And  bow  to  thy  Command. 

XII, 
Lord,  'tis  againft  thy  Face 
My  Sins  like  Arrows  rife, 
And  yet,  and  yet  (O  matchlefs  Grace  !) 
rI  hy  Thunder  filent  lies. 

XIII. 
O  (hall  I  never  feel 
The  meltings  of  thy  Love  ? 
Am  I  of  fuch  Hell -hardened  Steel 
Tnat  Mercy  cannot  move  ? 

XIV. 
Now  for  one  powerful  Glance, 
Dear  Saviour,    from  thy  Face  ! 
This  Rebel-Heart  no.  more  wi.hitands, 
But  finks  beneath  thy  Grace. 

XV. 
Cy-rcome  by  dying  Love  i  fall, 
Here  at  thy  Crofs  Hie; 

E  5  And 
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And  throw  my  Flefh,  my  Soul,  my  All, 
And  weep,  and  love,  and  die. 

XVI. 
"  Rife,  fays  the  Prince  of  Mercy,  rife, 
"  With  Joy  and  Pity  in  his  Eyes  : 
"  Rife,  and  behold  my  wounded  Veins, 
"  Here  flows  the  Blood  to  wafh  thy  Stain*. 

XVII. 
u  See  my  Great  Father  reconcil'd  :n 
He  faid.     And  lo,  the  Father  fmiPd  ; 
The  joyful  Cherubs  clap'd  their  Wings, 
And  founded  Grace  on  all  their  Strings. 

•DS50*  «0§>  *®§lfi*  a&§§0*  ^§0p  «o£30»  *&$&  «£$<* 

Young  Men  and  Maidens y  Old  Men  and  Babes* 
praife ye  the  Lord,  Pfal.  cxlviii.   12. 

I. 

SO  N  S  of  Adam,  bold  and  young, 
In  the  wild  Mazes  of  whofe  Veins 

A  Flood  of  fiery  Vigour  reigns, 
Ar,d  weilds  your  aclive  Limbs,  with  hardy  Sinews  ftrung ; 

Fall  proftrate  at  th'  Eternal  Throne 

Whence  your  precarious  Pow'rs  depend  ; 
Nor  f.vell  as  if  your  Lives  were  all  your  own, 

B  11  cl  oofeyour  Maker  for  your  Friend ; 

His  Favour  is  your  Life,  his  Arm  is  your  Support, 

liis  Hand    can  ftretch  your  Days,  or  cut  your  Minutes 

fhort. 

JL  Virgins 
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II; 

Virgins,  who  roll  your  artful  Eyes, 
And  fhoot  delicious  Danger  thence  ; 
Swift  the  lovely  Lightning  flies, 
And  melts  our  P^eafon  down  to  Senfib  ; 
Boaft  not  of  thofe  withering  Charms 
That  muft  yield  their  youthful  Grace 
To  Age  and  Wrinkles,  Earth  and  Worms ; 
But  love  the  Author  of  your  fmiling  Face  ; 
That  heavenly  Bridegroom  claims  your  blooming  Hours ; 
O  make  it  your  perpetual  Care 
To  pleafe  that  Everlafting  Fair  ; 
His  Beauties  are  the  Sun,  and  but  the  Shade  is  yours.. 

III. 
Infants,  whofe  different  Deftinies 
Are  wove  with  Threads  of  different  Size  ; 
But  from  the  fame  Spring-tide  of  Tears, 
Commence  your  Hopes,   and  Joys,  and  Fears, 
(A  tedious  Train  !)  and'date  your  following  Years  : 
Break  your  firil  Silence  in  his  Praife 

Who  wrought  your  wondrous  Frame  : 
With  Sounds  of  tenderer!,  Accent  raifc 

Young  Honours  to  his  Name  ; 
And  coniecrate  your  early  Days 
To  know  the  PowY  fupreme. 
IV. 
Ye  Heads  of  venerable  Age, 
Juft  marching  off  the  mortal  Str;e, 
Fathers,  whole  vitalThreads  are  fpun 
As  long  as  e'er  the  Glafs  of  Life  would  run, 

^orc 
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Adore  tlie  Hand  that  led  your  Way 
I  hro'  flow'ry  Fields  a  fair  long  Summer's  Day  : 
Gafp  out  your  Soul  in  Praifes  to  the  Sovereign  PowV 
That  fet  your  Weil  fo  diftant  from  your  dawning  Honr. 


Flying  Fowl,  and  Creeping    things,    praife ye 
/i><r  Lord,  Pfal.  cxlviii.   10. 


I. 

SW  E  E  T  Flocks,   whofe  foft  enamel'd  Wing 
Swift  and  gently  cleaves  the  Sky  ;  * 
Whofe  charming  Notes  addrefs  the  Spring 
With  an  artlefs  Harmony. 
Lovely  Minftrels  of  the  I>ield, 
Who  in  leafy  Shadows  fit, 
And  your  wondrous  Structures  build, 
Awake  your  tuneful  Voices  with  the  dawning  Light; 
To  Nature's  God  your  firft  Devotions  pay, 

E'er  you  falute  the  rifing  Day, 
5Tis  he  calls  up  the  Sun,  and  gives  him  every  Ray. 

H- 

Serpents,  who  o'er  the  Meadows  Aide, 

And  wear  upon  your  mining  Back 

Num'rous  Ranks  of  gaudy  Pride, 

Which  thoufand  min^lin^  Colours  make  ; 

Let  the  fierce  Glances  of  your  Eyes 

Rebate  their  baleful  Fire : 

In 
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In  harmlefs  Play  twill  and  unfold 

The  Volumes  of  your  fcaly  Gold  : 
Th^t  rich  Embroider    of  your  gay  Attire, 

Proclaims  your  Maker  kind  and  wife. 

I  I. 

Infects  and  Mites,  of  mean  Degree, 

That  fwarm  in  Myriads  e'er  the  Land, 

Moulded  by  Wifdom's  artful  Hind, 
And  curl'd  and  painted  with  a  various  Die  j 

In  your  innumerable  Forms 

Praife  him  that  wears  th'  Ethereal  Crown, 

And  bend  his  lofty  Counfels  down 
To  defpicable  Worms. 


The  Comparifon  and  Complaint. 


I. 

INFINITE  Power,  Eternal  Lord, 
How    overeign  is  thy  Hand] 
All  Nature  rofe  t*  obey  thy  Word, 
And  moves  at  thy  Command. 

II. 
With  fleady  Courfe  thy  mining  Sun 

Keeps  his  appointed  Way  ; 
And  all  the  Hours  obedient  run 

The  Circle  of  the  Day. 

HI.  But 


66  LTR1C  POEMS,      Book  L 

III. 

But  ah  !  how  wide  my  Spirit  flies, 

And  wanders  from  her  God  ! 
My  Soul  forgets  the  heavenly  Prize. 

And  treads  the  downward-Road. 

IV. 
The  raging  Fire,   and  ftormy  Sea;, 

Perform  thine  awful  Will, 
And  every  Beaft  and  every  Tree, 

Thy  great  Defigns  fulfil  : 

V. 
While  my  wild  PafTions  rage  within, 

Nor  thy  Commands  obey  ; 
And  Flefh  and  Senfe,  enflav'd  to  Sin, 

Draw  my  bell  Thoughts  away. 

VI. 
Shall  Creatures  of  a  meaner  Frame 

Pay  all  their  Dues  to  thee  ; 
Creatures,  that  never  knew  thy  Name, 

That  never  lov'd  like  me  ? 

VII. 
Great  God,  create  my  Soul  anew, 

Conform  my  Heart  to  thine, 
Melt  down  my  Will,   and  let  it  flow, 

And  take  the  Mould  Divine. 

VJIL 
Seize  my  whole  Frame  into  thy  Hand  ; 

Here  all  my  PowVs  I  bring  ; 
Manage  the  Wheels  by  thy  Command, 

And  govern  every  Spring. 

IX.  Then 
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IX. 

Then  {hall  my  Feet  no  more  depart, 

Nor  wandring  Senfes  rove  ; 
Devotion  fhall  be  all  my  Heart, 

And  all  my  Paffions  Love. 

X. 
Then  not  the  Sun  fhall  more  than  I 

His  Maker's  Law  perform, 
Nor  travel  fwifter  t;hro'  the  Sky, 

Nor  with  a  Zeal  fo  warm. 


God  Supreme  and  Self-fufficienr. 


I. 

WH  A  T  is  our  God,   or  what  his  Name 
Nor  Men  can  learn,    nor  Angels  teach  ; 
He  dwe'ls  conceal'd  in  radiant  Flame, 
Where  neither  Eyes  nor  Thoughts  can  reach. 

II. 
The  Spacious  Worlds  of  heav'nly  Light, 
Compafd  with  him, -how  fhort  they  fall  ? 
They  are  too  dark,   and  He  too  bright. 
Nothing  are  they,    and  God  is  All. 

in. 

He  fpoke  the  wondrous  Word,  and  lo 

Creation  rofe  at  his  Command  5 

Wl 
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Whirlwind?  and  Seas  their  Limits  know, 
Bound  in  the  Hollow  of  his  Hand, 

IV. 
There  refte  the  Earth,  there  roll  the  Spheres, 
There  Nature  leans,  and  feels  her  Prop  : 
But  his  own  Self-fuflicience  bears 
The  Weight  of  his  own  Glories  up.    , 

V. 
The  Tide  of  Creatures  ebbs  and  flows, 
Meafuring  their  Changes  by  the  Moon  * 
No  Ebb  his  Sea  of  Glory  knows ; 
His  Age  is  one  Eternal  Noon. 

VI. 
Then  fly,  my  Song,  an  endlefs  Round, 
The  lofty  Tune  let  Michael  raife  ; 
All  Nature  dwell  upon  the  Sound, 
But  we  can  ne'er  fulfil  the  Praife, 


«^e  fcJi  tot  <£i  <£%  ttft  td%  <Oi  Wi  CJc  C^i  :0c  Cdt  <£*■  <0i  43i  Vi  <Ol  <&m  Zfc  «3* 

7  E  SU  S  the  only  Saviour. 

I. 

A    D  A  M,  our  Father  and  our  Head, 

■*■**'  Tranfgreft  ;  and  Juftice  doom'd  us  Dead  : 

The  fiery  Law  fpeaks  all  Defpair, 

There's  no  Reprieve,  nor  Pardon  there. 

II. 

Call  a  bright  Council  in  the  Skies.; 

"  Seraphs  the  Mighty  and  the  Wife, 

•'  Say, 


It 
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Say,  what  expedient  can  you  give, 

That  Sin  be  damn'd,  and  Sinners  live  I 

III. 

Speak,  are  you  ftrong  to  bear  the  Load, 
41  The  weighty  Vengeance  of  a  God  ? 
u  Which  of  you  loves  oar  wretched  Race, 
'•  Or  dares  to  venture  in  our  Place  ? 

IV. 
In  vain  we  afk  :  for  all  around 
Stands  Silence  thro'  the  heavenly  Ground : 
There's  not  a  glorious  Mind  above 
Has  half  the  Strength,  or  half  the  Love. 

V. 
'But,  O  unutterable  Grace  ! 
Th1  Eternal  Son  takes  Adam\  Place  \ 
Down  to  our  World  the  Saviour  flies, 
-Stretches  his  naked  Arms,   and  dies. 

Juftice  was  plsas'd  to  bruife  the  God, 
And  pay  its  Wrongs  with  heavenly  Blood  ; 
What  unknown  Racks  and  Pangs  he  bore  ! 
a  rofe  :  The  Law  could  afk  no  more. 
VJI. 
Amazing  Work  !  look  down,  ye  3kics, 
Wonder  and  gaze  with  all  your  Eyes ; 
Ye  heavenly  Thrones,  (loop  from  above, 
And  bow  to  this  myfterious  Love. 


VIII.  See, 
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VIII. 

See,  how  they  bend  I  See,   how  they  look  f 
Long  they  had  read  th'  Eternal  Book, 
And  ftudied  dark  Decrees  in  vain, 
The  Crofs  and  Calvary  makes  them  plain. 

IX. 
Now  they  are  ftruck  with  deep  Amaze, 
Each  with  his  Wings  conceals  his  Face  ; 
Nor  clap  their  founding  Plumes,  and  cry, 
Tie  Wifdom  of  aD  E  ITT! 

X. 
Low  they  adore  trT  Incarnate  Son, 
And  fmg  the  Glories  he  hath  won  ; 
Sing  how  he  broke  our  Iron  Chains, 
How  deep  he  funk,  how  high  he  reigns^ 

XL 
Triumph  and  reign,  victorious  Lord, 
By  all  thy  flaming  Hofts  ador'd  : 
And  fay,  dear  Conqueror,  fay,  how  long* 
E'er  we  (hall  rife  to  join  their  Song. 

XII. 
Lo,  from  afar  the  promis'd  Day 
Shines  with  a  well  diftinguinYd  Ray  ; 
But  my  wingd  Paflion  hardly  bears 
Thefe  Lengths  of  flow  delaying  Years. 

XIII. 
Send  down  a  Chariot  from  above, 
With  fiery  Wheels,  and  pav'd  with  Love  $ 
Raife  me  beyond  th'  Ethereal  Blue, 
To  fing  and  love  as  Angels  do. 

Lcckiag 
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i^g&KsA*  j^J^^^"    *^^*ju>**    x*^c*<t*^*« 


Looking  upward* 

I. 

TH  E  Heavens,  invite  mine  Eye, 
The  Stars  ialute  me  round  ; 
Father,  I  blufh,  I  mourn  to  lie 
Thus  groveling  on  the  Ground. 

II. 
My  warmer  Spirits  move, 
And  make  Attempts  to  fiy  ; 
I  wifh  aloud  for  Wings  of  Love 
To  raife  me  fwift  and  high. 

III. 
Beyond  thofe  Cryftal  Vaults, 
And  all  their  fparkling  Bails ; 
They're  but  the  Porches  to  thy  Courts, 
And  Paintings  on  thy  Walls. 

IV. 
Vain  World,  farewel  to  you ; 
Heaven  is  my  native  Air  : 
I  bid  my  Friends  a  fhort  Adieu, 
Impatient  to  be  there. 

V. 
T  feel  my  Powers  releail 
From  their  old  flefhy  Clod  ; 
Fair  Guardian,  bear  me  up  in  hafte 
And  fet  me  near  myGoD. 

Christ 
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Christ  Dyings  Rifing^  and  Reigning. 


I. 

HE  dies  !  the  heavenly  Lover  dies  ! 
The  Tidings  ftrike  a  doleful  Sound 
On  my  poor  Heart  firings  :    deep  he  lies 
In  the  cold  Caverns  of  the  Ground* 

II. 
Come,  Saints,  and  drop  a  Tear  or  twd, 
On  the  dear  Bofom  of  your  God, 
He  fried  a  thoufand  Drops  for  you, 
A  thoufand  Drops  of  richer  Blood. 

III. 

Here's  Love  and  Grief  beyond  degree, 

The  Lord  of  Glory  dies  for  Men  ! 
Bat  lo,  what  fudden  Joys  I  fee  ! 
JESUS  the  dead  revives  again. 

IV. 
The  rifing  God  forfakes  the  Tomb, 
Up  to  his  Father's  Court  he  flies ; 
Cherubic  Legions  guard  him  home, 
And  (hout  him  welcome  to  the  Skies. 

V. 
Break  off  your  Tears,  ye  Saints,  and  tell 
How  high  our  Great  Deliverer  reigns  ; 
Sing  how  he  fpcil'd  the  Hofts  of  Hell, 
AiU  led  the  Monitor  Jtfljh  in  Chains. 


VI.  Sav, 
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Say,  Live  fir  ever,  wondrous  King  ! 
Bern  to  redeem,  and  Jlrong  to/awe  ! 
Then  afk  the  Monfter,  Where's  his  Sting  ? 
jfnd where**  thy  Vulory,  bo  aft  fag  Grave? 


The  G  o  d  of  Thunder. 


I. 

OT  H  E  Immenfe,  th'  Amazing  Height, 
The  boundlefs  Grandeur  of  our  God, 
Who  treads  the  Worlds  beneath  his  Feet, 
And  fways  the  Nations  with  his  Nod  i 

II. 
He  fpeaks  ;  and  lo,  all  Nature  fhakes, 
HeavVs  everlafting  Pillars  bow  ; 
He  rends  the  Clouds  with  hideous  Cracks, 
And  moots  his  fiery  Arrows  through. 

III. 
Well,    let  the  Nations  flart  and  fly 
At  the  bhl?  Lightning's  horrid  Glare, 
Atheifb  and  Emperors  fhrink  and  die, 
When  Flame  and  Noife  torment  the  Air. 

IV. 
Let  Noife  and  Flame  confound  the  Skies, 
And  drown  the  fpacious  Realms  below, 
Yet  will  we  fing  the  Thunderer's  Praife, 
And  lend  our  loud  Ho/annas  through. 

V.  Cc* 
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V. 
Celeftial  King,   thy  blazing  Power 
Kindles  our  Hearts  to  flaming  Joys, 
We  {hout  to  heartjry  Thunders  roir, 
And  echo  to  our  Father's  Voice, 

VL 
Thus  fliall  the  God  our  Saviour  come, 
And  Lightnings  round  his  Chariot  play, 
Ye  Lightnings,  fly  to  make  him  room, 
Ye  glorious  Storms,  prepare  his  Way. 

^.  ^<  ^  ^  ^  ,^-  ^t-  ^4.  ^  ^  ^<-  ^  ^^r  4  s-  ^'<-  ^  ^  «4<-  4^  ^ ,-  ^v  4«-  ^  ^  ^ 

Tbe  Day  of  Judgment. 

An  ODE. 
Attempted   in  E>;g/i/b  Sapphick. 


WH  E  N  the  fierce  North  Wind  with  his  airy  Forces 
Rears  up  the  Baltkk  to  a  foaming  Fury  ; 
And  the  red  Lightning,  with  a  Storm  of  Hail  comes 

Rufhing  amain  down, 
It. 
How  the  poor  Sailors  fland  amaz'd  and  tremble  ! 
While  the  hoarfe  Thunders,  like  a  bloody  Trumpet, 
Roar  a  loud  Onfet  to  the  gapirg  Waters 

Quick  to  devour  them. 

III.  Such 
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III. 

Such  mall  the  Noife  be,   and  the  wild  Diforder; 
(If  Things  Eternal  may  be  like  thefe  Earthly) 
Such  the  dire  Terror  when  the  great  Archangel 

Shakes  the  Creation  ; 
IV. 
Tears  the  firong  Pillars  of  the  Vault  of  Heaven, 
Breaks  up  old  Marble,  the  Repofe  of  Princes ; 
See  the  Graves  open,  and  the  Bones  ari fin g, 

Flames  all  around  'em  ! 
V. 
Hark,  the  fnrill  Outcries  otT^e  guilty  Wretches  ! 
Lively  bright  Horror,  and  amazing  Anguiih, 
Stare  thro'  their  Eye  lids,  while  the  living  Worms  lies 

Gnawing  within  them. 
VI. 
Thoughts,  like  old  Vultures,  prey  upon  their  Heartftrin^s, 
And  the  Smart  twinges,  when  the  Eye  beholds  the 
Lofty  Judge  frowning  and  a  Flood  of  Vengeance 
P  I  Rolling  afore  him. 

VII. 
Hopelefs  Immortals !    how  they  fcream  and  fhiver 
While  Devils  pufh  them  to  the  Pit  wide-yawning 
Hideous  and  gloomy  to  receive  them  headlong 

Down  to  the  Centre. 
VIII. 
Stop  here,  my  Fancy:  fall  away,  ye  horrid 
Doleful  Ideas,)  come,  arife  to  J  E  S  U  S, 
How  he  fits  God-like !   and  the  Saints  around  him 

ThronM,  yet    adoring  ! 


1\.0 
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IX. 

O  may  I  fit  there  when  he  comes  Triumphant, 
Dooming  the  Nations  !  then  afcend  to  Glory, 
While  our  Ho/annas  all  along  the  Paffage 

Shout  the  Redeemer. 


^s^sbssskSsssel 


The  Song  of  Angels  above. 


EA  R  T  H  has  detain'd  me  Prifoner  long, 
And  I'm  grown  weary  now  : 
My  Heart,  my  Hand,  my  Ear,  my  Tongue, 
There's  nothing  here  for  you. 

II. 
Tir'd  in  my  Thoughts  I  ftretch  me  down, 

And  upward  glance  mine  Eyes. 
Upward  (my  Father)  to  thy  Throne, 
And  to  my  native  Skies. 

III. 
Thet:  the  dear  Man  my  Saviour  fite, 

The  God,  how  bright  he  mines! 
And  fcatters  infinite  Delights 
On  all  the  happy  Minds. 

IV. 
Seraphs  with  elevated  Strains 
Circle  the  Throne  around, 
And  move  and  charm  the  itarry  Plains 
With  an  Immortal  Sound. 
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V. 

JESUS  the  Lord  their  Harps  employs, 

JESUS  my  Love  they  fing, 
JESUS  the  Name  of  both  our  Joys 
Sounds  fweet  from  every  String. 

VI. 
Hark,  how  beyond  the  narrow  Bounds 

Of  Time  and  Space  they  run, 
And  fpeak  in  moft  Majeftick  Sounds, 
The  Godhead  of  the  Son. 

VII. 
How  on  the  Fathers  Breaft  he  lay, 

The  Darling  of  his  Soul, 
Infinite  Years  before  the  Day 
Or  Heavens  began  to  roll . 

VIII. 
And  now  they  fink  the  lofty  Tone, 

And  gentler  Notes  they  play, 
And  bring  th*  Eternal  Godhead  down 
To  dwell  in  humble  Clay. 

IX. 
Ofacred  Beauties  of  the  Man  ! 

(The  God  refides  within) 
His  Fleih  all  pure,  without  a  Stain, 
His  Soul  without  a  Sin. 

X. 
Then,   how  he  look'd,  and  how  he  fmiPd, 

What  wondrous  Things  hefaid  f 
Sweet  Cherubs,   (lay,   dwell  here  a  while, 
And  tell  what  JESUS  did. 

F  XL  At 
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XI. 

At  his  Command  the  Blind  awake, 

And  feel  the  gladfom  Rays ; 
He  bids  the  Dumb  attempt  to  fpeak, 
They  try  their  Tongues  in  Praife. 

XII. 
He  fhed  a  thoufand  Bleflings  round 

Where-e'er  he  turn'd  his  Eye  ; 
He  fpoke,  and  at  the  Sovereign  Sound 
The  hellifh  Legions  fly. 

XIII. 
Thus  while  with  unambitious  Strife 

Th'  Ethereal  Minftrels  rove 
Thro1  all  the  Labours  of  his  Life, 
And  Wonders  of  his  Love. 
XIV. 
In  the  full  Choir  a  broken  String 
Groans  with  a  ftrange  Surprize  ; 
The  reft  in  Silence  mourn  their  King, 
That  bleeds,  and  loves,  and  dies. 

XV. 
Seraph  and  Saint,  with"* drooping  Wings, 

Ceafe  their  harmonious  Breath  ; 
No  blooming  Trees,  nor  bubbling  Springs, 
While  J  E  SUS  fleeps  in  Death. 
XVI. 
Then  all  at  once  to  living  Strains 

They  fummon  every  Chord, 
Break  up  the  Tomb,  and  burft  his  Chains, 
And  (hew  their  rifingLoRD. 

XVIL  A- 
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XVII. 

Around  the  flaming  Army  throngs 

To  guard  him  to  the  Skies, 
With  loud  Ho/annas  on  their  Tongues, 

And  Triumph  in  their  Eyes. 

XVIII. 
In  awful  State  the  conquering  God 

Afcends  his  mining  Throne, 
While  tuneful  Angels  found  abroad 

The  Vi&'ries  he  has  won. 

XIX. 
Now  let  me  rife,    and  join  their  Song, 

And  be  an  Angel  too  ; 
My  Heart,  my  Hand,   my  Ear,  my  Tongue, 

Here's  joyful  Work  for  you. 

XX. 
I  would  begin  theMufick  here, 

And  (o  my  Soul  mould  rife  : 
Oh  for  fome  heavenly  Notes  to  bear 

My  Spirit  to  the  Skies ! 

XXI. 
There,  ye  that  love  my  Saviour,  fit, 

There,  I  wou'd  fain  have  place, 
Amongft  your  Thrones,  or  at  your  Feet, 

So  I  might  fee  his  Face. 

XXII. 
I  am  connVd  to  Earth  no  more, 

But  mount  in  hafte  above, 
To  blefs  the  God  that  I  adore. 

And  fing  the  Man  I  lore. 

F  z  Frr, 
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Fire%   Air^  Earth  and  Sea^  praife  ye  the 
Lord, 

I. 

EA  R  T  Hy  thou  great  Footftool  of  our  Go» 
Who  reigns  on  high  ;  thou  fruitful  Source 
Of  all  our  Rayment,  Life  and  Food  ; 
Our  Houfe,  our  Parent,  and  our  Nurfe  ; 
Mighty  Stage  of  mortal  Scenes, 
Dreil  with  ftrong  and  gay  Machines, 
Hung  with  golden  Lamps  around  ; 
(And  flowVy  Carpets  fpread  the  Ground) 
Thou  bulky  Globe,  prodi6ious  Mafs, 
That  hangs  unpillar'd  in  an  empty  Space  ! 
While  thy  unweildly  Weight  refts  on  the  feeble  Air, 
Blefs  that  Almighty  Word  that  nVd  and  holds  thee  there 

II. 
Fire,  thoufwift  Herald  of  his  Face, 
Whofe  glorious  Rage,    at  his  Command, 
Levels  a  Palace  with  the  Sand, 
Blending  the  lofty  Spires  in  Ruin  with  the  Bafe  : 
Yetheav'nly  Flames,    thatfinge  the  Air, 
Artillery  of  a  jealous  God, 
Bright  Arrows  that  his  founding  Quivers  bear 

To  icatter  Deaths  abroad  ; 
Lightnings,  adore  the  fovereign  Arm  that  flings 
His  Vengeance,  and  your  Fires,  upon  the  Heads  of  Kings- 

III.  Thou 
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III. 

Thou  vital  Element,  the  Air, 

Whofe  boundlefs  Magazines  of  Breath 

Our  fainting  Flame  of  Life  repair, 
And  fave  the  Bubble  Man  from  the  cold  Arms  of  Death  : 
And  ye,  whofe  vital  Moiflure  yields 

Life's  purple  Stream  a  frelh  Supply  ; 
Sweet  Waters,  wandring  thro'  the  flowVy  Fields, 

Or  dropping  from  the  Sky  ; 
Confefs  the  Pow'r  whofe  all-fufrkient  Name 
Nor  needs  your  Aid  to  build,  or  to  fupport  our  Frame. 

IV. 

Now  the  rude  Air,  with  noify  Force, 

Beats  up  and  fwells  the  angry  Sea, 

They  join  to  make  our  Lives  a  Prey, 

And  fweep  the  Sailors  Hopes  away, 
Vain  Hopes,  to  reach  their  Kindred  on  the  Shores! 

Lo,  the  wild  Seas  and  furging  Waves 

Gape  hideous  in  a  thousand  Graves  : 
Be  flill,  ye  Floods,  and  know  your  Bounds  of  Sand, 

Ye  Storms,  adore  your  Mailer's  Hand  ; 
The  Winds  are  in  his  Fill,  the  Waves  at  his  Command. 

V. 

From  the  Eternal  Emptinefs 

His  fruitful  Woiu  by  lecret  .  prings 

Drew  the  wholcj-larmony  of  Things 

That  form  this  noble  Univerfe  : 

Old  Nothing  knew  his  powVful  Hand, 

Scarce  had  he  fpoke  hi^  full  Command, 
Fire,  Air,  and  Earth,   and  Sea  heard  the  creating  Call, 
And  leap'd  from  empty  Nothing  to  thL  beauteous  All ; 

And  ilill  they  dance,  and  flill  obey 
The  Orders  they  received  the  great  Creation-Day. 

F  3  Tk 
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The    FareweL 


I. 

DE  A  D  be  my  Heart  to  all  below, 
To  mortal  Joys  and  mortal  Cares ; 
To  fenfual  Blifs  that  charms  us  fo 
Be  dark,  my  Eyes,  and  deaf,  my  Ears. 

II. 
Here  I  renounce  my  carnal  Tafle 
Of  the  fair  Fruit  that  Sinners  prize  : 
Their  Paradife  fhall  never  wafte 
One  Thought  of  mine,  but  to  defpife. 

III. 
/ill  earthly  Joys  are  over-weigh'd 
With  Mountains  of  vexatious  Care  ; 
And  where's  the  Sweet  that  is  not  laid 
A  Bait  to  fome  deftruclive  Snare  ? 

IV. 
Be  gone  for  ever,  Mortal  Things ! 
Thou  mighty  Mo'e-Hill,  Earth,  Farewel  ! 
Angels  aipire  on  lofty  Wings, 
And  leave  the  Globe  for  Ants  to  dwell. 

V. 
Come  Heaven   and  fill  my  vaft  Defires, 
My  Soul  purfues  the  fovereign  Good  : 
She  was  all  made  of  heavenly  Fires, 
Nor  can  ihe  live  on  meaner  Food. 


Go* 
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God  0«/y   known   to  him/elf. 

I. 

STAND  and  adore  !  how  glorious  He 
That  dwells  in  bright  Eternity  ! 
We  gaze,  and  we  confound  our  Sight 
Plunged  in  th"  Abyfs  of  dazling  Light. 

II. 
Thou  Sacred  One,  Almighty  Three, 
Great  Everlafting  Mystery, 
What  lofty  Numbers  mail  we  frame 
Equal  to  thy  tremendous  Name  ? 

III. 
Seraphs,  the  neareft  to  the  Throne, 
Begin,    and  fpeak  the  Great  Unknown  : 
Attempt  the  Song,  wind  up  your  Strings, 
To  Notes  untry'd,  and  boundlefs  Things. 

IV. 
You,  whofe  capacious  PowVs  furvey 
Largely  beyond  our  Eyes  of  Clay  : 
Yet  what  a  narrow  Portion  too 
Is  feen^  or  known,  or  thought  by  you  ? 

V. 
How  flat  your  highefl  Praifes  fall 
Below  th'  immenfe  Original  ! 
Weak  Creatures  we,  that  flrive  in  vain 
To  reach  an  uncreated  Strain  ! 

F  4  VI  Great 
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VI. 

Great  God,  forgive  our  feeble  Lays, 
Sound  out  thine  own  eternal  Praife ; 
A  Song  fo  vaft,  a  Theme  fo  high, 
Calls  for  the  Voice  that  tun'd  the  Sky. 

Pardon  and  Santtification* 

I. 

MY  Crimes  awake  ;  and  hideous  Fear  * 
Diftrads  my  reftlefs  Mind, 
Guilt  meets  my  Eyes  with  horrid  Glare, 
And  Hell  purfues  behind. 

II. 

Almighty  Vengeance  frowns  on  high, 

And  Flames  array  the  Throne  ; 
While  Thunder  murmurs  round  the  Sky, 

Impatient  to  be  gone. 

III. 
Where  (hall  I  hide  this  noxious  Head  ; 

Can  Rocks  or  Mountains  fave  ? 
Or  fhall  I  wrap  me  in  the  Shade 

Of  Midnight  and  the  Grave  ? 

IV. 
Is  there  no  Shelter  from  the  Eye 

Of  a  revenging  God  ? 
JESUS,   to  thy  dear  Wounds  I  flyr 

Bedew  me  with  thy  Blood. 

V.  Thofe 
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V. 
Thofe  Guardian  Drops  my  Soul  fecure, 

And  wafh  away  my  Sin  ; 
Eternal  Juftice  frowns  no  more, 

And  Confcience  fmiles  within. 

VI. 
I  blefs  that  wondrous  Purple  Streara 

That  whitens  every  Stain  ; 
Yet  is  my  Soul  but  half  redeemed, 

If  Sin  the  Tyrant  reign. 

VII. 
Lord,   blaft  his  Empire  with  thy  Breath, 

That  curfed  Throne  muftfall  ; 
Ye  flattering  Plagues,  that  work  my  Death, 

Fly,  for  I  hate  you  all. 

Sovereignty  and  Grace. 

I. 

TH  E  Lord  !   how  fearful  is  his  Name  ? 
How  wide  is  his  Command  ? 
Nature,  with  all  her  moving  Frame, 
Refts  on  his  mighty  Hand, 

II. 
Immortal  Glory  forms  his  Throne, 

And  Light  his  awful  Robe  ; 
Whilit  with  a  Smile,  or  with  a  Frown, 
He  manages  the  G.oLe. 

F  c  III   A 
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iiir. 

A   Word  of  his  Almighty  Breath 

Can  fwell  or  fink  the  Seas ; 
Build  the  vaft  Empires  of  the  Earth, 

Or  break  them  as  he  pleafe. 

IV. 
Adoring  Angels  round  him  fall 

In  all  their  mining  Forms, 
His  fovereign  £ye  looks  thro'  them  all, 

And  pities  mortal  Worms. 

V. 
His  Bowels,  to  our  worthlefs  Race, 

In  fweet  Companion  move  ; 
He  cloaths  his  Looks  with  fofteft  Grace, 

And  takes  his  Title,  Love. 

VI. 
Now  let  the  Lord  for  ever  reign, 

And  fway  us  as  he  will, 
Sick,  or  in  Health,  in  Eafe,  or  Pain, 

We  are  his  Favourites  ftill. 
VII. 
No  more  fhall  peevifh  Paflion  rife, 

The  Tongue  no  more  complain  ; 
'Tis  fovereign  Love  that  lends  our  Joys, 

And  Love  refumes  again. 


The 
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Tfo  Law  and  GofpeL 


CU  R  S  T  be  the  Man,  for  ever  curft, 
"  That  doth  one  wilful  Sin  commit ; 
Death  and  Damnation  for  the  Firft, 
"  Without  Relief  and  Infinite. 

II. 
Thus  Sinai  roars  ;  and  round  the  Earth 
Thunder,  and  Fire,  and  Vengeance  flings  ; 
But  J  E  S  US,  thy  dear  gafping  Breath, 
And  Calvary,  fay  gentler  Things. 

III. 
"  Pardon,  and  Grace,  and  boundlefs  Love, 
"  Streaming  along  a  Saviour's  Blood, 
"  And  Life,  and  Joys,  and  Crowns  above, 
u  Dear-purchas'd  by  a  bleeding  God. 

IV. 
Hark,  how  he  prays,  (the  charming  Sound 
Dwells  on  his  dying  Lips)   Forgive  ; 
And  every  Groan  and  g.iping  Wound, 
Cries,  "  Father,  let  the  Rebels  live. 

V. 
Go,   you  that  reft  upon  the  Law, 
And  toil,  and  feck  Salvation  there, 
Look  to  the  hlameb  that  Mofes  faw, 
And  flmnk,  and  tremble,  and  defpair. 


VI.  Bir 
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VI. 

But  I'll  retire  beneath  the  Crofs, 
Saviour,  at  thy  dear  Feet  I  lie  ; 
And  the  keen  Sword  that  Juftice  draws., 
Flaming  and  red,  fhall  pafs  me  by. 

Seeking  a  divine  Calm  in  a  reftlefs  World. 

O  Mens,  quae  ftabili  fata  Regis  vice,  &c. 
Cafimire  Book  III.  Od.  1.8. 

I. 

ETERNAL  Mind,  who  rul'ft  the  Fates 
Of  dying  Realms,  and  rifing  States, 
With  one  unchanged  Decree, 
While  we  admire  thy  vaft  Affairs, 
Say,  Can.  our  little  trifling  Cares 
Afford  a  Smile  to  thee  ? 

II. 

Thou  fcattereft  Honours,  Crowns  and  Gold  ; 
We  fly  to  feize,  and  fight  to  hold 

The  Bubbles  and  the  Oar  : 
So  Emmets  druggie  for  a  Grain  ; 
So  Soys  their  petty  Wars  maintain 

For  Shells  upon  the  Shore. 

III. 
Here  a  vain  Man  his  Scepter  breaks, 
The  next  a  broken  Scepter  takes, 

And 
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And  Warriors  win  and  lofe ; 
This  rolling  World  will  never  ftand, 
Plunder'd  and  fnatchTd  from  Hand  to  Hand, 

As  Power  decays  or  grows. 

IV. 

Earth's  but  an  Atom  :  Greedy  Swords 
Carve  it  amongft  a  thoufand  Lords, 

And  yet  they  can't  agree  : 
Let  greedy  Swords  flill  fight  and  flay, 
I  can  be  poor;  but,  Lord,  I  pray 

To  fit  and  fmile  with  thee. 

Happy  Frailty. 

I. 

"  TJOW  meanly  dwells  th' Immortal  Mind  f 

*•  •*  "  How  vile  thefe  Bodies  are ! 
u  Why  was  a  Clod  of  Earth  defign'd 

"  T'  enclofe  a  heavenly  Star  ? 

II. 

"  Vvreak  Cottage  where  our  Souls  refide  ! 

"  This  Flefh  a  tottVing  Wall? 
u  With  frightful  Breaches  gaping  wide 

"  The  Building  bends  to  fall. 

III. 

"  All  round  it  Storms  of  Trouble  blow, 

"  And  Waves  of  Sorrow  roll ; 
w  Cold  Waves  and  Winter  Storms  beat  through, 

"  And  pain  the  Tenant-Soul. 


Ala* 
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IV. 

«  Alas !  how  frail  our  State  !M  faid  I  ;    ' 

And  thus  went  mourning  on, 
Till  fudden  from  the  cleaving  Sky 

A  Gleam  of  Glory  fhone. 

V. 

My  Soul  all  felt  the  Glory  come, 

And  breath'd  her  native  Air ; 
Then  fhe  remember'd  'Heaven  her  Home, 

And  ihe  a  Prifoner  here. 

VI. 

Straight  fhe  began  to  change  her  Key, 

And  joyful  in  her  Pains, 
She  fung  the  Frailty  of  her  Clay 

In  pleafurable  Strains. 

VII. 
"  How  weak  the  Pris'n  is  where  I  dwell  f 

"  Flefh  but  a  tottering  Wall, 
*  The  Breaches  chearfully  foretel, 

"  The  Houfe  mult  fhortly  fall. 

VIII. 
"  No  more,  my  Friends,  fhall  I  complain, 

"  Tho'  all  my  Heart  flings  ake ; 
"  Welcome  Diieafe,  and  every  Pain, 

"  That  makes  the  Cottage  fhake. 

IX. 

«'  Now  let  the  Tempeft  blow  all  round, 
"  Now  fweil  the  surges  high, 
"  And  beat  this  Houfe  of  Bondage  down, 

Ai  To  let  the  btranger  fly. 

"  I  have 
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X. 

*  I  have  a  Manfion  built  above 

u  By  the  Eternal  Hand ; 
M  And  mould  the  Earth's  old  Bafis  move 

*  My  Heav'nly  Houfe  muft  Hand. 

XI. 
u  Yes,  for  'tis  there  my  Saviour  r^ 

"  (I  long  to  fee  the  God) 
*c  And  his  immortal  Strength  fattuM 

M  The  Courts  that  coft  him  Blood. 

XII. 
Hark,  from  on  high  my  Saviour  calls  : 

*  I  come,  my  Lord,  my  Love:" 
Devotion  breaks  the  Prifon  Walls, 

And  fpeeds  my  laft  Remove. 


Launching  into  Eternity. 

IT  was  a  brave  Attempt !  adventurous  He, 
Who  in  the  firft  Ship  broke  the  unknown  Sea  ; 
And  leaving  his  dear  native  Shores  behind, 
Truited  his  Life  to  the  licentious  Wind. 
I  fee  the  furging  Brine  ;  the  Yempeft  ravec  : 
He  on  a  Pine-Plank  ride*  acrcfs  the  Waves, 
Exulting  on  the  Edge  of  thoufand  gaping  Graves  : 
He  fleers  the  winged  Boat,  and  fhifts  the  Sails, 
Conquers  the  Flood,  and  manages  the  Gales. 


! 


Such 
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Such  is  the  Soul  that  leaves  this  mortal  Land 
Fearlefs  when  the  great  Matter  gives  Command. 
Death  is  the  Storm  ;  fhe  fmiles  to  hear  it  roar, 
And  bids  the  Tempefr,  waft  her  from  the  Shore : 
Then  with  a  fkilful  Helm  fhe  fweeps  the  Seas, 
And  manages  the  raging  Storm  with  Eafe ; 
(Her  Faith  can  govern  Death)  fhe  fpreads  her  Wings 
Wide  to  the  Wind,  and  as  fhe  fails  fhe  fings, 
And  lofes  by  Degrees  the  fight  of  mortal  Things. 
As  the  Shores  leflen,  fo  her  Joys  arife, 
The  Waves  roll  gentler,  and  the  Tempeft  dies, 
Now  vaft  Enmity  fills  all  hej>  Sight, 
She  floats  on  the  broad  Deep  with  infinite  Delight, 
The  Seas  for  ever  calm,  the  Skies  for  ever  bright. 


} 

} 
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A  Profpett  of  the  Refurreftion. 

I. 

OW  long  mall  Death  the  Tyrant  reign 


And  triumph  o'er  the  Juft, 
While  the  rich  Blood  of  Martyrs  flain 
Lies  mingled  with  the  Dull  ? 

~  II. 
When  mall  the  tedious  Night  be  gone  ? 

When  will  our  Lord  appear  ? 
Our  fond  Dcfircs  would  pray  him  down, 

Our  Love  embrace  him  here. 


Let 
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III. 

Let  Faith  arife  and  climb  the  Hiib, 

And  from  afar  defcry 
How  diftant  are  his  Chariot-Wheels, 

And  tell  how  faft  they  fly. 

IV. 

Lo,  I  behold  the  featuring  Shades, 

The  Dawn  of  Heav'n  appears, 
The  fweet  immortal  Morning  fpreads 

Its  Blufhes  round  the  Spheres. 

V. 
I  fee  the  Lord  of  Glory  come, 

And  flaming  Guards  around  : 
The  Skies  divide  to  make  him  room, 

The  Trumpet  makes  the  Ground. 

VI. 
I  hear  the  Voice;  Ye  dead  arife, 

And  lo,  the  Graves  obey, 
And  waking  Saints  with  joyful  Eyes 

Salute  th'  expe&ed  Day. 

VII. 
They  leave  the  Duft,  and  on  the  Wing 

Rife  to  the  middle  Air, 
In  mining  Garments  meet  their  King, 

And  low  adore  him  there. 

VIII. 
O  may  my  humble  Spirit  fland 

Ainongft  them  clotird  in  White ! 
The  meaneft  Place  at  hi- Right  Hand 

Is  in&nice  Delight. 

IX   How 
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IX. 

How  will  our  Joy  and  Wonder  rife, 

When  our  returning  King 
Shall  bear  us  homeward  thro'  the  Skies 

On  Love's  triumphant  Wing  ! 

Ad  Dominum  nojlrum  £s?  Servatorem 
JESUM  CURlSrUM. 

O    D    A. 
I. 

TE,  grande  Numen,  Corporis  Incola, 
Te,  magna  magni  Progenies  Patris, 
Nomen  verendum  noflri  JESU 
Vox,  Citharae,  Calami  fonabunt. 

II. 
Aptentur  auro  grandifonae  fides, 
CHRIST  J  Triumphos  incipe  Barbitc, 
Fra&ofque  terrores  A<verni, 

Vittum  Erebum.  domitamque  Mortem; 

III. 

Immenfa  vaftos  faecula  circulos 
Volvere,  blando  dum  Patris  in  finu 
Toto  fruebatur  JEHOVAH 
Gaudia  mille  bibens  JESUS ; 

IV.  Do- 
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IV. 

Donee  fuperno  vidit  ab  i£therc 
Adam  cadentem,  Tartara  hiantia, 
Unique  mergendos  ruina 

Heu  nimium  miferos  Nepotes : 

V. 

Vidit  minaces  Vindices  Angeli 
Jgnes  &  Enfem,  Telaque  Sanguine 
Tingenda  noftro,  dum  rapinae 
Spe  fremuere  Erebaa  Monftra. 

VI. 

Commota  facras  Vifcera  protinus 
Sensere  flammas,  Omnipotens  furor 
Ebullit,  Immenfique  Amoris 
^thereum  calet  Igne  Pectus. 

VII 
•  Non  tota  prorfus  Gens  Hominum  dabit 
"  Hofli  Triumphos :  Quid  Patris  8c  Labor 
••  Dulcifque  Imago  ?  num  peribunt 
"  Funditus  ?  O  prius  Aftra  caecii 

vin. 

u  Mergantur  Undis,  &  redeat  Chaos : 
•'  Aut  ipie  difperdam  Satan*  dolos, 
u   Aut  ipfe  difperdar,  &  ifti 

u  Sceptra  dabo  moderanda  dextrae. 

IX. 

"  Teftor  paternum  Numen,  &  hoc  Caput 
u  vEquale  teftor,  dixit ;  &  -&theris 
Inciinat  ingens  culmen,  alto 
Deuliitque  rueiis  Olympo. 

X.  Mor- 
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X. 

Mortale  corpus  impiger  induit 
Artufque  noftros,  heu  tenues  nimis 
Nimifque  viles !  Vindicique 
Corda  dedit  fodienda  Ferro. 

XI. 

Vitamque  Morti ;  Proh  dolor  !  O  graves 
'Fonandis  Irae  !  O  Lex  fatis  afpera  ! 
Mercefque  Peccati  fevera 
ddamici,  vetitique  fructus 

XII. 

Non  Poena  lenis !  Quo  ruis  impotens ! 
Quo  Mufa !  largas  fundere  lachrymas, 
Buflique  Divini  triumphos 
Sacrilego  temerare  fletu  ? 

XIII. 

Sepone  queftus,  laeta  Deum  cane 
Majore  Chorda.     Pfalle  fonoriiis 
Ut  ferreas  Mortis  cavernas 
Et  rigid  am  penetravit  Aulam. 

XIV. 

Sensere  Numen  Regna  feralia, 
Mugit  Barathrum,  contremuit  Chaos, 
Dirum  fremebat  Rex  Gehenna •, 
Perque  {bum  tremebundus  Orcur* 

XV. 

Late  refugit.     "  Nil  agis  Impie, 

"  Mergat  vel  inns  te  Phlegethon  vadis, 

"  Hoc  findet  undas  Fuhiien,  inquit, 

Et  patiios  iaculatus  ignes 

XVL  Tra- 
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XVI. 

Trajecit  hoftem.     Nigra  iilentia 
Umbraeque  flammas  ^Ethereas  pavent 
Dudum  perofas,  ex  quo  corufco 
Prsecipites  cecidere  Ccelo. 

XVII. 

Immane  rugit  jam  Tonitru ;  fragor 
Late  ruinam  mandat :  ab  infimis 
Le&aeque  deiignata  Genti 
Tartara  disjiciuntur  antris. 

XVIII. 
Heic  ilrata  pafTim  Vincula,  &  heic  jacent 
Unci  cruenti,  Tormina  Mentium 
Inviia ;  ploratuque  vaflo 

Spicula  Mors  libi  adempta  plangit. 

XIX. 
En,  ut  refurgit  Viclor  ab  ultimo 
Ditii  profundo,  curribus  aureis 
Aitri&a  raptans  Monftra  no&is 
Perdomitumque  Erebi  Tyrannum, 

XX 
Quanta  Angelorum  gaudia  jubilant 
Vi&or  paternum  dum  repetit  polum  ? 
En  qualis  ardet,  dum  beati 
Limina  fcandit  Qvans  Olympi  ! 

XXI. 
Io  triumph*  pleclra  Seraphica, 
Jo  triumpbe  Grex  Hominum  fonet, 
Dum  laeta  quaquaverfus  ambos 
Aftra  repercutiunt  Triumphos. 
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Siii-ipfius   Increpatio. 
EPIGRAMMA. 

CORP  ORE  cor  lucres,  WattfiP  cur  Incola  Terrae  ? 
Quid  cupis  indignum,  Mens  habitare  lutum  ? 
Te  Caro  mille  malis  premit ;  hinc  juvenes  gravat  artus 

Languor,  &  hinc  vegetus  crimina  fanguis  alit 
Cura,  Amor,  Ira,  Dolor  mentem  male  diftrahit ;  Auceps 

Undique  adeft  Satanas  retia  fasva  ftruens. 
Sufpice  ut  ^Ethereum  fignant  tibi  nutibus  Aftra 

Tramitem,  &  Aula  vocat  parte  Cruore  Dei. 
Te  manet  Uriel  dux ;  &  tibi  fubjicit  alas 

Stellatas  Seraphin  officiofa  cohors. 
Te  Supemm  Chorus  optat  amans,  te  invitat  JESUS, 

"  Hue  ades  Sc  nofho  tempora  conde  finu. 
Vere  amat  ille  Lutum  quern  nee  Dolor  aut  Satan  arcet 

Inde,  nee  alliciunt  Angelus,  Aftra,  Deus. 

Excitatio  Cordis  Cesium  verfus. 

1694. 

HEU  quot  secla  teris  carcere  Corporis, 
Wattfi?  quid  refugis  Limen  &  Exitum  ? 
Nee  Mens  -^khereum  Culmen,  Sc  Atria 

Magni  Patris  anhelitat  ? 

Corpus 
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Corpus  vile  creat  mille  Moleftias, 
Circum  Corda  volant  &  Dolor,  &  Metus, 
Peccatumque  malis  durius  omnibas 

Caecas  Infidias  ftruit. 
Non  hoc  grata  tibi  Gaudia  de  folo 
Surgant  :  Christus  abeft,  deliciae  tuae, 
LongeCHRisxus  abeft,  inter  &  Angelos 

Et  pi&a  ailra  perambulans. 

*  Cacti  fumma  petas,  nee  jacu'.abitur. 
lracunda  tonans  fulmina  :  Te  Deus 
Hortatur;  Vacuum  tende  per  Aera. 

Penna:  nunc  homini  data!. 

•  Vide  Horat.  Lib.  I.  Od.  3. 

%  (fc  <3&  3fc  c&  0&  ££  tffc  <3b  S 

Breathing  toward  the  Heavenly  Country. 

Cajimire,  Book  I.    Od.   19.  imitated. 

Urit  me  Patriae  Dvor,  &c. 

THE  Beauty  of  my  native  Land 
Immortal  Love  infpires ; 
I  burn,  I  burn  with  flrong  Defires, 
And  figh,  and  wait  the  high  Command. 
There  glides  the  Moon  her  mining  Way, 
And  moot*  my  Heart  thro'  with  a  Silver  Ray, 
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Upward  my  Heart  afpires : 
A  thoufand  Lambs  of  golden  Light 
Hung  high,  in  vaulted  Azure,  charm  my  Sight, 
And  wink  and  beckon  with  their  amorous  Fires, 
O  ye  fair  Glories  of  my  heavenly  Home, 

Bright  Centinels  who  guard  my  Father's  Court, 
Where  all  the  happy  Minds  refort, 
When  will  my  Father's  Chariot  come  ? 
Muft  ye  for  ever  walk  th'  Ethereal  Round, 
For  ever  fee  the  Mourner  lie 
An  Exile  of  the  Sky, 
A  Pri loner  of  the  Ground  ? 
Defcend  fome  mining  Servants  from  on  high, 
Build  me  a-  hafty  Tomb  ; 
A  graiiy  Turf  will  raife  my  Head  ; 
The  neighbouring  Lilies  dreis  my  Bed  ; 

And  lhed  a  cheap  Perfume. 
Here  I  put  off  the  Chains  of  Death, 

My  Soul  too  long  has  worn : 
Friends,  I  forbid  one  groaning  Breath, 

Or  Tear  to  wet  my  Urn  ; 
Raphael,  behold  me  all  undreft, 
Here  gently  lay  this  Flefh  to  reft ; 
Then  mount,  and  lead  the  Path  unknown, 
Swift  I  purfue  thee,  flaming  Guide,  on  Pinions  of  my  own- 
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Cafimiri  Efigramma  ioo. 

In  Sanftum  Ardalionem  qui  ex  Mimo  Chrifli- 
anus  fadus  Martyrium  paflus  eft. 

AR  D  A  L  I  O  facros  deridet  carmine  Rhus, 
Teftaque  non  rfqud  'voce  Theatra  quatit, 
Audiit  Omnipotent  ;  "  Non  eft  opus,  inquit,   biulco 
M  Fulmine ;  tamfacilem,  Gratia,  <vince  Virum* 
Deferit  ilia  Polos,  &  deferit  ifte  Theatrum, 

Et  tereti  facrum  volvit  in  Enfe  Caput. 
**  Sic,  fie,  inquit,  alit  noftra  Comcedia  Vit*s 
"  Terra  vale,  Caelum  plaude,  Tyranneferi. 

JEnglifhed. 

On  Saint  Ardalio,   who  from  a  Stage-Player 
became  a  Chri/lian,  and  fujfend  Martyrdom. 

I. 

ARDALIO  jeers,  and  in  his  Comick  Strains 
The  Myfteries  of  our  bleeding  God  profanes 
While  his  loud  Laughter  ftiakes  the  painted  Scenes. 

II. 

Heaven  heard,  and  {trait  around  the  fmoaking  Throne 
The  kindling  Lightning  in  thick  Flatties  ihone, 
And  vengeful  Thunder  murmur'd  to  be  gone. 
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III. 

Mercy  ftood  near,  and  with  a  fmiling  Brow 

Calm'd  the  loud  Thunder  ;  "  There's  no  need  of  you  ; 

•"  Grace  mall  defcend,  and  the  weak  Man  fubdue, 

IV. 
Crace  leaves  the  Skies,  and  he  the  Stage  forfakes, 
He  bows  his  Head  down  to  the  Martyring  Ax, 
And  as  he  bows,  this  gentle  Fare wel  fpeaks  ; 

v. 

"  So  goes  the  Comedy  of  Life  away ; 

***  Vain  earth,  adieu  ;  Heaven  will  applaud  to  Day  % 

w  Strike  Courteaus  Tyrant,  and  conclude  the  Play . 

%5&  $t?  dfo  (5\j  d&  t?&  <3tj  £&  £>& 

When  the  Proteftant  Church  at  Montpelier  was 
demolijbed  by  the  French  King's  Order,  the 
Protejlants  laid  Stones  up  in  their  Burying- 
place,  whereon  a  Jefuit  made  a  Latin  Epi- 
gram. 

Englifhed  thus  : 

A      Hug  not  Church,  once  at  Montpelier  built, 
Stood  and  proclaim'd  their  Madnefs  and  their  Guilt ; 
Too  long  it  flood  beneath  HeavVs  angry  Frown, 
Worthy  when  rifing  to  be  tkunder'd  down. 
Lewis,  at  laft,  th'  Avenger  of  the  Skies, 
Commands,  and  level  with  the  Ground  it  lies  : 
The  Stones  difpers'd,  their  wretched  offspring  come, 
father,   and  heap  them  on  their  Father's  Tomb. 

Thw 
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Thus  the  curs'd  Houfe  falls  on  the  Builder's  Head  : 
And  tho'  beneath  the  Ground  their  Bones  are  laid, 
\.c  the  juft  Vengeance  flill  purfues  the  guilty  Dead. 


i 
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The  Anfwer  by  a  French  Protejtant. 
Englifhed  thus : 

AChriftian  Church  once  at  Montpelier  flood, 
And  nobly  fpoke  the  Builder's  Zeal  for  God* 
It  ilood  the  Envy  of  the  fierce  Dragoon, 
But  not  deferv'd  to  be  deftroy'd  fo  foon : 
Yet  Lewis,  the  wild  Tyrant  of  the  Age, 
Tears  down  the  Walls,  a  Vidtim  to  his  Rage. 
Young  faithful  Hands  pile  up  the  facred  Stone* 
(Dear  Monument !)  o'er  their  dead  Fathers  Bones  ; 
The  Stones  mall  move  when  the  dead  Fathers  rife, 
Start  up  before  the  pale  Deftroyer's  Eyes, 
And  teflify  his  Madnefs  to  th'  avenging  Skies. 


Tivo  happy  Rivals ,  Devotion  and  the  Mufe. 


w 


I. 

I  L  D  as  the  Lightning,  various  as  the  Moon, 
Roves  my  Pindaric  Song  : 


Here  flie  glows  like  burning  Noon 

G  2  la 
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In  fierceft  Flames,    and  here  fhe  plays 
•Gentle  as  Star- beams  on  the  Midnight  Seas  j 
Now  in  a  fmiling  Angel's  Form, 
Anon  fhe  rides  upon  the  Storm, 
L^ud  as  th$-noify  Thunder,  as  a  Deluge  ftrong*  ' 
Are  my  Thoughts  and  Wifhes  free, 
And  know  no  Number  nor  Degree  ? 
Suck  is  the  Mufe  :  Lo  fhe  difdains 

The  Links  and  Chains, 
Meafures  and  Rules  of  vulgar  Strains, 
And  o'er  the  Laws  of  Harmony  a  Sovereign  Queen  ftie 
reigns 

II. 

If  me  roves 
By  Streams  or  Groves 
Tuning  her  Pleafures  or  her  Pains, 
My  Paflion  keeps  her  ftill  in  Sight, 
My  Pafiion  holds  an  equal  Flight 
Thro'  Love's,  or  Nature's  wide  Campaigns. 
If  with  bold  Attempt  fhe  fings 
Of  the  biggeft  mortal  Things, 
Tottering  Thrones  and  Nations  flain ; 
Or  breaks  the  Fleets  of  warring  Kings, 
While  Thunders  roar 
From  Shore  to  Shore, 
My  Soul  fits  faft  upon  her  Wings, 
And  fweeps  the  crimfon  Surge,  or  fcours  the  purple  Plain  j 

Still  1  attend  her  as  fhe  flies, 
Round  the  broad  Globe,  and  all  beneath  the  Skies. 

til. 
Jgut  when  from  the  Meridian  Star 
,Long  Streaks  of  Glory  fhine, 
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And  Heaven  invites  her  from  afar, 
She  takes  the  Hint  {he  knows  the  Sign, 

The  Mufe  afcends  her  heavenly  Carr, 
And  climbs  the  fteepy  Path  and  means  the  Throne  divine. 
Then  fhe  leaves  my  fluttering  Mind 
CloggM  with  Clay,  and  unrefined, 
Lengths  of  Diftance  far  behind  : 
Virtue  lags  with  heavy  Wheel  ; 
Faith  has  Wings,  bat  cannot  rife, 

Cannot  rife, Swift  and  high 

As  the  winged  Numbers  fly, 
And  faint  Devotion  panting  lies 

Half  way  th'  Ethereal  Hill. 
IV. 
C  why  is  Piety  fo  weak, 

And  yet  the  Mufe  fo  flrong  ? 
When  fha:l  thefe  hateful  Fetters  break 

That  have  connVd  me  long  ? 
Inward  a  glowing  Hfat  I  feel, 
A  Spaik  of  heav'nly  Day ; 
But  earthly  Vapours  damp  my  Zeal, 
And  heavy  Flctk  drags  me  the  downward  Way. 

Faint  are  the  Efforts  of  my  Will, 
And  mortal  Pafhon  charms  my  Soul  affray. 
Shine,  thou  fweet  Hour  of  dear  Releafe, 
Shine  from  the  Sky, 
And  call  me  high 
To  mingle  with  the  Choirs  of  Glory  and  of  BlifsJ 
Devotion  there  begins  the  Flight, 
Awakes  the  Song,  and  guides  the  Way  ; 
There  Love  and  Zeal  divine  and  bright 
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Trace  out  new  Regions  in  the  World  of  Light, 
Andfcarce  theboldeft  Mufe  can  follow  or  obey. 

V. 
I'm  in  a  Dream,  and  fancy  reigns, 
She  fpreads  her  gay  delufive  Scenes  ; 

Or  is  the  Viiion  true  ? 
Behold  Religion  on  her  Throne, 
In  awful  ftate  defcending  down. 
And  her  Dominions  vaft  and  bright  within  my  fpecioo* 
View. 
She  fmiles,  and  with  a  courteous  Hand 
She  beckons  me  away  ; 
I  feel  mine  airy  Powers  loofe  from  the  cumbrous  Clay, 
And  with  a  joyful  hafte  obey 
Religion's  high  Command. 
What  Lengths  and  Heights  and  Depths  unknown  % 
Broad  Fields  with  blooming  Glory  fown, 
And  Seas,  and  Skies,   and  Stars  her  own, 

In  an  unmeafur'd  Sphere  ! 
What  Heavens  of  Joy,  and  Light  ferene, 
Which  nor  the  rolling  Sun  has  feen, 
WThere  nor  the  roving  Mufe  has  bee» 
That  greater  Traveller ! 
VI. 
A  long  Farewel  to  all  below, 
Farewel  to  all  that  Senfe  can  fhow, 
To  golden  Scenes,  and  flowVy  Fields, 
To  all  the  Worlds  that  Fancy  builds, 

And  all  that  Poets  know. 
Now  the  fwift  Tranfports  of  the  Mind 
Leave  the  fluttering  Mufe  behind, 
A  thoufand  loofe  Pindaric  Plumes  fly  featuring  down  the 

WukL 

Amon.J} 


Sacred  to  Devotion,  &c.     k>7 

Amongft  the  Clouds  1  lofe  my  Breathy 

The  Rapture  grows  too  flrong  : 
The  feeble  Pow'rs  that  Nature  gave 
Faint  and  drop  downward  to  the  Grave  ; 
.Receive  their  Fall,  thou  Treafurer  of  Death  ; 
I  will  no  more  demand  my  Tongue, 
Till  the  grofs  Organ  well  refin'd 
Can  trace  the  boundleis  Flights  of  an  unfctterd  Mind, 
And  raife  an  equal  Song. 

^^^^^;^^^^^^^^^¥^^^:^ 

The  following  Poems  of  this  Book  are  pecu- 
liarly dedicated  to  Divine  Love*. 

The  Hazard  of  loving  the  Creatures. 

I. 

WHERE  -E'ER  my  flattering  Paffions  rorc 
I  find  a  lurking  Snare  ; 
'Tis  dangerous*  to  letloof?  our  Love 
Beneath  th1  Eternal  Fair. 

II. 
Souls  whom  the  Tye  of  Friendfhip  binds^ 

And  Partners  of  our  Blood, 
Seize  a  large  Portion  of  our  Minds, 
And  leave  the  lefs  for  God. 

•  Different  Age:  have  their  different  Airs  and  F^Jhions  of  Writing. 
It  zvjs  much  more  the  Fajhion  of  the  Agt%  when  tbfft  Peer::  nvert 
written,  to  treat  cf  Divine  Subjects  in  the  Style  of  Solomon's 
Song  than  it  n  at  this  D;y,  which  will  affurd  feme  Apology  tor  the 
Writer,  in  hisjojrgcft  Vttff. 
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III. 

Nature  has  foft  but  powerful  Bands, 

And  Reafon  fhe  controuls ; 
While  Children  with  their  little  Hand* 

Hang  clofeft  to  our  Souls. 

IV. 
Thoughtlefs  they  aft  th'  old  Serpent's  Part  % 

\¥hat  tempting  Things  they  be  ! 
Lor-d*  how  they  twine  about  our  Hearv 

And  draw  it  off  from  thee  ! 

V. 
Our  hafty  Wills  rum  blindly  on 

Where  rifing  Paflion  rolls, 
And  thus  we  make  our  Fetters  ftrong 

To  bind  our  flavifh  Souls. 

VI. 
Dear  Sovereign,  break  thefe  Fetters  off, 

And  iet  our  Spirits  fret  ; 
God  in  himfelf  is  Elifs  enough, 

For  we  have  all  in  Thee. 

Defiring  to  love  Christ. 

*  ■ 
T. 

COME,  let  me  love :  or  is  thy  Mind 
Hardened  to  a  Stone,   or  froze  to  Ice  ? 
I  fee  the  bleffed  Fair  One  bend 
And  ftoop  V  embrace  me  from  the  Skies  ! 

ii.  or 
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0  7  'tis  a  Thought  would  melt  a  Rock, 
And  make  a  Heart  of  Iron  move, 

Thai  thoie  flveet  Lips,  that  heavenly  Look, 
Should  feek  and  willi  a  mortal  Love  ! 

III. 

1  was  a  Traitor  doonVd  to  Fire, 
Bound  to  fuftain  Eternal  Pains  ; 
He  flew  on  Wings  of  ftrong  Defire, 
AfiimVd  my  Guilt,   and  took  my  Chains. 

IV. 
Infinite  Grace  !  Almighty  Charms  I 
Stand  in  Amaze,  ye  whirling  Skies, 
JESUS  the  God,  with  naked  Arms, 
Hangs  on  a  Crofs  of  Love,  and  dies. 

V. 
Did  Pity  ever  fteop  fo  low, 
Drefsd  in  Divinity  and  Blood  ? 
V/as  ever  Rebel  courted  fo 
In  Groans  of  an  expiring  God  ? 

VI. 
Again  he  lives ;  and  fpreads  his   Hands, 
Hands  that  were  naild  to  tott'ring  Smart  ; 
By  thefe  dear  U'oumis,  fays  he  ;  and  (lands 
And  prays  to  clafp  me  to  bis  Heart. 

VII. 
Sure  I  mud  love ;  or  are  my  Ears 
Still  deaf,    nor  w  ill  my  Paflion  move  ? 
7  hen  let  me  melt  this.  Heart  to  Tears ; 
This  Heart  ihall  yield  to  Death  or  Love. 
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The  Heart  given  away. 

I. 

IF   there  are Paflions  in  my  Soul, 
(And  Paffions  fare  there  be) 
Now  they  are  all  at  thy  Controul, 
My  JESUS,  all  for  Thee. 

II. 
If  Love,  that  pleafing  Power,  can  reft 

In  Hearts  fo  hard  as  mine, 
Come,  gentle  Saviour,  to  myBreaft, 
For  all  my  Love  is  thine. 

III. 
Let  the  gay  World,  with  treacherous  Art, 

Allure  my  Eyes  in  vain  :. 
I  have  conveyed  away  my  Heart, 
Ne'er  to  return  again. 

IV. 
I  feel  my  warmed  Paflions  dead 
To  all  that  Earth  can  boaft  ; 
This  Soul  of  mine  was  never  made 
For  Vanity  and  Duft. 

V. 
Now  I  can  fix  my  Thoughts  above, 

Amidfl  their  flatfring  Charms, 
Till  the  dear  Lord  that  hath  my  Love 
Shall  call  me  to  his  Arms. 

VI.  80 
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VI. 

So  Gabriel,   at  his  King's  Command, 

From  yon  Celeftial  Hill, 
Walks  downward  to  our  worthlefs  Land, 

His  Soul  points  upward  Hill. 

VII. 
He  glides  along  by  mortal  Things, 

Without  a  Thought  of  Love, 
Fulfils  his  Tafk,  and  ipreads  his  Wings 

To  reach  the  Realms  above. 

Meditation  in  a  Grove. 

I. 

SWEET   Mufe,   defcend  and  bids  the  Shade, 
And  biefs  the  Evening  Grove  ; 
Bufmefs,  and  Noife,  and  Day  arc  fled, 
And  every  Care,  but  Love. 

II. 
But  hence,  ye  wanton  Young  and  Fair, 

Mine  is  a  purer  Flame  ; 
No  P  Li  His  mall  in  feci  die  Air, 
With  her  unhallowed  Name. 

III. 
J  E  S  U  S  has  all  my   Powers  pofil 
My  Hopes,  my  F.eare,  my  ]ovs  : 
He,  the  dear  Sovereign  of  my  I 
Shall  ilill  command  ray  Voke. 

IV. 
Sopic  of  eh  ve 

Shall  Hock  around  in 

W,th 
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With  Joy  to  hear  the  Name  they  love 

Sound  from  a  mortal  Tongue. 

V. 
His  Charms  mall  make  my  Numbers  flow, 

And  hold  the  falling  Floods, 
While  Silence  fits  on  every  Bough, 

And  bends  the  lift'ning  Woods. 

VI. 
I'll  carve  our  Paffion  on  the  Bark, 

And  every  wounded  Tree. 
Shall  drop  and  bear  fome  myftic  Mark 

That  J  ESUS  dfd tor  me. 

VII. 
The  Swains  fhall  wonder  when  they  read, 

Infcrib'd  on  all  the  Grover 
That  Heaven  itfelf  came  down,  and  bled 

To  win  a  Mortal's  Love* 

The  Fair  eft  and  the  Only  Beloved. 

I. 

HO  N  O  U  R  to  that  diviner  Ray 
That  firfl  allur'd  my  Eyes  away 
From  every  mortal  Fair  ; 
All  the  gay  Things  that  held  my  Sight 
Seem  but  the  twinkling  Sparks  of  Night, 
And  languishing  in  doubtful  Light 
Die  at  the  Morning-Star, 

II.  What. 
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II. 
Whatever  fpeaks  the  Godhead  great, 

And  fit  to  be  adord, 
Whatever  makes  the  Creature  fweet, 
And  worthy  of  my  Paflion,  meet 

Harmonious  in  my  Lord. 
A  thoufand  Graces  ever  rife 

And  bloom  upon  his  Face  ; 
A  thoufand  Arrows  from  his  Eyes 
Shoot  thro'  my  Heart  with  dear  Surprize^ 

And  guard  around  the  Place.. 

III.. 
All  Nature^s  Art  mail  never  cure 

The  heavenly  Pains  I  found, 
And  'tis  beyond  all  Beauty's  Power 

To  make  another  Wound  : 
Earthly  Beauties  grow  and  fade ; 
Nature  heals  the  Wounds  me  made, 

But  charms  fo  much  divine 
Hold  a  long  Empire  of  the  Heart ; 
What  Heaven  hasjoin'd  mail  never  part; 

And  JESUS  mull  be  mine. 

IV. 
In  vain  the  envious  Shades  of  Night, 

Or  Flatteries  of  the  Day 
Would  veil  his  Image  from  my  Sight, 

Or  tempt  my  Soul  away  ; 
J  E  S  U  S  is  all  my  waking  Theme, 
His  lovely  Form  meets  tvcry  Dream 

And  knows  not  to  depart ; 


The 
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The  Paflion  reigns 
Thro'  all  my  Veins, 
And  floating  round  the  crimfon  Stream, 

Still  finds  him  at  my  Heart. 

V. 
Dwell  there,  for  ever  dwell,  my  Love ; 

Here  I  confine  my  Senfe  ; 
Nor  dare  my  wildefl  Willies  rove 

Nor  flir  a  Thought  from  thence* 
Arnidft  thy  Glories  and  thy  Grace 
Let  all  my  Remnant-Minutes  pafs  ; 

Grant,  thou  Everlasting  Fair, 

Grant  my  Soul  a  Manfion  there  : 
My  Soul  afpires  to  fee  thy  Face 
Tho'  Life  fhou'd  for  the  Vifion  pay  ; 
So  Rivers  run  to  meet  the  Sea, 
And  lofe  their  Nature  in  th'  Embrace* 

vr. 

Thou  art  my  Ocean,  thou  my  God  .; 
In  Thee  the  Paffions  of  the  Mind 
With  Joys  and  Freedom  unconfin'd 
Exult,  and  fpread  their  Powers  abroad. 
Not  all  the  glittering  Things  on  high 
Can  make  my  Heaven,  if  thou  remove; 
I  (hall  be  tir'd  and  long  to  die  ; 
Life  is  a  Pain  without  thy  Love  j 

Who  could  ever  bear  to  be 

Curft  with  Immortality 
Among  the  Stars,  but  far  from  Thee  ? 


Mutual 
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Mutual  Love  ftronger  than  Death. 


NO  T  the  rich  World  of  Minds  above 
Can  pay  the  mighty  Debt  of  Love 
I  owe  to  Christ  my  God  : 
With  Pangs  which  none  but  he  could  feel 
He  brought  my  guilty  Soul  from  Hell : 
Not  the  firft  Seraph's  Tongue  can  tell 
The  Value  of  his  Blood. 

II. 
Kindly  he  feiz'd  me  in  his  Arms, 
From  the  falfe  World's  pernicous  Charms 

With  Force  divinely  fweet. 
Had  I  ten  thoufand  Lives  my  own, 
At  his  Demand, 
With  chearful  Hand, 
I'd  pay  the  Vital  Treafure  down 
In  hourly  Tributes  at  his  Feet. 

III. 
But,  Saviour,  letmetafte  thy  Grace 

With  every  fleeting  Breath  ? 
And  thro'  that  Heaven  of  Pleafur«  paft 

To  the  cold  Arms  of  Death  ; 
Then  I  could  lofe  fuccefTive  Souls 

Faft  as  the  Minutes  fly  ; 
So  Billow  after  Billow  rolls 
To  kifs  the  Shore,  and  die. 
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Tfo  Subjlance  of  the  following  Copy,  and  many 
of  the  Lines  werefent  me  by  an  efieemed  friend* 
Mr.  W.  Nokes,  with  a  Defire  that  I^okJd 
form  them  into  a  Pindaric  Ode  ;  but  1  retain  d 
his  MeafureSy  left  1 fhould  too  much  alter  his 
Senfe. 

A  Sight  o/Christ. 

AN  G  E  L  S  of  Light,  your  God  and  King  furround 
With  noble  Songs ;  in  his  exalted  Fleih 
He  claims  your  Worfhip  ;  while  his  Saints  on  Earth, 
Blefs  their  Redeemer-God  with  humble  Tongues. 
Angels  with  lofty  Honours  crown  his  Head  ; 
We  bowing  at  his,  Feet,  by  Faith,  may  feel 
His  diilant  Influence,  and  confefs  his  Love. 

Once  I  beheld  his  Face,  when  Beams  divine 
Broke  from  his  Eye  lids,  and  unufual  Light 
Wrapt  me  at  once  in  Glory  and  Surprize. 
My  joyful  Heart  high  leaping  in  my  Breaft 
With  Tranfport  cry'd,  7  bis  is  the  Christ  of  God  ; 
Then  threw  my  Arms  around  in  fweet  Embrace, 
And  clafp'd,  and  bow'd  adoring  low,  till  I  was  loll  in  him. 

While  he  appears,  no  other  Charms  can  hold 

Or  draw  my  Soul,  afham'dof  former  Things, 

Which  no  Remembrance  now  deferve  or  Name, 

Tho1  with  Contempt  ;  bed  in  Oblivion  hid. 

But 
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But  the  bright  Shine  and  Prefence  foon  withdrew  $. 
I  fought  him  whom  I  love,  but  found  him  not  ; 
I  felt  his  Abfence  ;  and  with  ftrongeft  Cries 
Proclaimed,   Where  J  E  S  U  S  is  not,  all  is  <vain> 
Whether  1  hold  him  with  a  full  Delight, 
Or  feek  him  panting  with  extreme  Defire, 
"Tis  he  alone  can  pleafe  my  wondering  Soul  > 
To  hold  or  feek  him  is  my  only  Choice.. 
If  he  refrain  on  me  to  caft   his  Eye 
Down  from  his  Palace,   nor  my  longing  Sour 
With  upward  Look  can  fpy  my  deareft  Lord 
Thro'  his  blue  Pavement,  I'll  behold  him  ftill 
With  fweet  Reflection  on  the  paceful  Crofs, 
All  in  his  Blood  and  Anguilh  groaning  deep, 

Gafping  and  dying  there ■ 

This  Sight  I  ne'er  can  lofe,  by  it  I  live  : 
A  quick'ning  Virtue  from  his  Death  infpiVd 
Is  Life  and  Breath  to  me  ;  his  r  lefh  my  Food  ; 
His  vital  Blood  I  drink,  and  hence  my  Strength. 

I  live,  I'm  (hong,  and  now  Eternal  Life 
Beats  quick  within  my  Breaft,  my  vigorous  Mind 
Spurns  the  dull  Earth,  and  on  her  fiery  Wings 
Reaches  the  Mount  of  Purpofes  Divine, 
CounieL  of  Peace  betwixt  th1  Almighty  Three 
Concciv'd  at  once,  and  fign'd  without  Debate,. 
Jn  perfed  Union  of  th1  Eternal  Mind. 
With  wilt  Amaze  I  fee  the  unfathonfd  Thought*, 
Infinite  Schemes,  and  infinite  Defigns 
Qi   God'*  own  Heart,  in  which  lie  ever  refls. 

Eternity 
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Eternity  lies  open  to  my  View  ; 

Here  the  Beginning  and  the  End  of  all 

I  can  difcover  ;  CHRIS  f  the  End  of  all, 

And  C  H  R  1ST  the  great  Beginning  ;  he  my  Head, 

My  God,  my  Glory,  and  my  All  in  All. 

O  that  the  Day,  the  joyful  Day  were  come, 
When  the  firjt  Adam  from  his  ancient  Dull 
Grown'd  with  new  Honours  {hall  revive,  and  fee 
JESUS  his  Son  and  Lord  ;  while  ftiouting  Saiats 
Surround  their  Xing,   and  God's  Eternal  Son 
Shines  in  the  midifc,  but  with  fuperior  Beams, 
And  like  himfelf ;  then  the  myfterious  Word 
Long  hid  behind  the  Letter  mall  appear 
All  Spirit  and  Life,  and  in  the  fulleit  Light 
Stand  forth  to  publick  View ;  and  there  difclofe 
His  Father's  facred  Works,  and  wondrous  Ways  ; 
Then  Wifdom,  Righteoufnefs  and  Grace  divine, 
Thro'  all  the  infinite  Tranfactions  pafl, 
Inwrought  and  mining,  mall  with  double  Bla^e 
Strike  our  aftonifrYd  Eyes,  and  ever  reign 
Admir'd  and  glorious  in  triumphant  Light. 

Death,  and  the  Tempter,  and  the  Man  of  Sin 
Now  at  the  Bar  arraigned,  in  Judgment  caft, 
Shall  vex  the  Saints  no  more  :  but  perfect  Love 
And  loud  eft  Praifes  perfect  joy  create, 
While-ever-circling  Years  maintain  theblifsful  State. 


"SB* 


Love 
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Love  on  a  Crofs,  and  a  Throne. 

I. 

O  W  let  my  Faith  grow  flrong,  and  rife,. 


And  view  my  Lord  in  all  his  Love  ; 
Lookback  to  hear  his  dying  Cries, 
Then  mount  and  fee  his  Throne  above. 

II. 
See  where  he  languifh'd  on  the  Crofs  ; 
Beneath  my  Sin:  he  groan'd  and  dy'd  ; 
See  where  he  fits  to  plead  my  Caufe. 
Ey  his  Almighty  Father's  Side. 

III. 
If  I  behold  his  bleeding  Heart, 
There  Love  in  Floods  of  Sorrow  reigns*. 
He  triumphs  o'er  the  killing  Smart, 
And  buys  my  Pleafure  with  his  Pains. 

IV. 
Or  if  I  climb  th'  Eternal  HUli 
Where  the  deaf  Conqueror  fits  enthroned,. 
Still  in   his  Heart  Companion  dwells, 
Near  the  Memoiials  of  his  Wound. 

V. 
How  (hall  a  pardon  M   Rebel  mow 
How  much  I  love  my  dying  God  t 
Lord,  here  I  banifl)  every  Foe, 
I  hate  the  Sins  that  coit  thy  Blood. 


vr.r 
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I  hold  no  more  Commerce  with  Hellr 
My  dearefl  Lufls  fhall  all  depart  ; 
But  let  thine  Image  ever  dwell 
Stamptas  a  Seal  upcn  my  Heart. 

-^  Preparatory  Though  [for  the  Lord's- Supper. 
In  Imitation  of  :^*h.  Ixiii.  i,  2vJ« 

I. 

WH  A  T  heavenly  Man,  or  lovely  God, 
Comes  marching  downward  from  die  Skies* 
Array'd  in  Garments  rolPd  in  Blood, 
With  Joy  and  Pity  in  his  Eyes  ? 

1L 
The  Lord  !  the  Saviour.  !  yes,  'tis  he, 
I  know  him  by  the  Smiles  he  wears  ; 
Dear  glorious  Man  that  dy'd  forme, 
Drench'd  deep  in  Agonies  and  Tears  V 

III. 
Lo,  he  reveals  his  mining  Bjjeaft  ; 
I  own  thofe  Wounds,  and  I  adore  : 
Lo,  he  prepares  a  royal  Feaft, 
Sweet  Fruit  of  the  ifiarp  Pangs  he  bore  I 

IV. 
Whence  flow  thefe  Favours  fo  divine  ! 
Lord  !   why  fo  lavifh  of  thy  Blood  ? 
Why  for  fuch  Earthly  Souls  as  mine, 
This  heav'nly  Flefh,  this  facred  Food  ? 

V.  Twaa 
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V. 

'Twas  his  own  Love  that  made  him  bleed, 
That  naiPd  him  to  the  curfed  Tree; 
'  Twas  his  own  Love  this  Table  fpread 
For  fuch  unworthy  Worms  as  we. 

VI. 
Then  let  us  tafte  the  Saviour's  Love, 
Come,  Faith,  and  feed  upon  the  Lord: 
With  glad  Confent  our  Lips  (hall  move 
Andiweet  Uofannas  crown  the  Board. 


Conver/e  with  Christ. 
1 

ITvI  tir'd  with  Vifits,   Modes,  and  Form?, 
And  Flatteries  paid  to  Fellow- Worms ; 

Their  Converfation  cloys ; 
Their  vain  Amours,  and  empty  Stuff: 
But  I  can  ne'er  enjoy  enough 
Of  thy  bell  Company,  my  Lord,  thou  Life  of  all  my  Joyt. 

11. 
When  he  begins  to  tell  his  Love, 
Through  every  Vein  my  Pafllons  move, 

The  Captives  of  his  Tongue  : 
In  midnight  Shades,  on  frony  Ground, 
I  could  attend  the  pleafing  Sound, 
Nor  fnould  I  feel  December  cold,  nor  think  the  Darknefi 
Jong. 

III. 
There,  while  I  hear  my  Saviour-God 

Count  o'er  the  Sins  fa  heavy  Load) 

He 
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He  bore  upon  the  Tree, 
Inward  I  blufh  with  fecret  Shame, 
And,  weep,  and  love,   and  blefs  the  Name  (me. 

That  knew  not  Guilt  nor  Grief  his  own,  but  bare  it  all  for 

IV. 
Next  he  defcribes  the  Thorns  he  wore, 
And  talks  his  bloody  Paflion  o'er, 

Till  I  am  drown'd  in  Tears : 
Yet  with  the  Sympathetic  Smart  • 

There's  a  ftrange  Joy  beats  round  my  Heart  ;         (bears. 
The  curfed  Tree  has  Bleflings  in't,  my  fweeteft  Balm  it 

V.    • 
I  hear  the  glorious  Sufferer  tell, 
How  on  his  Crofs  he  vanquinVd  Hell, 

And  all  the  Powers  beneath  : 
Tranfported  and  infpir'd,   my  Tongue 
Attempts  his  Triumphs  in  a  Song ;  (Death  ? 

Hcnv  has  the  Serpent  loft  his  Sting,  and  whereas  thy  Victor)* 

VI. 
But  when  he  fhews  his  Hands  and  Heart, 
With  thofe  dear  Prints  of  dying  Smart,, 

He  fets  my  Soul  on  Fire  : 
Not  the  beloved  John  could  reft 
With  more  Delight  upon  that  Breaft,  (Defire. 

Nor  Thomas  pry  into  thofe  Wounds  with  moreintenfe 

VII. 
Kindly  he  opens  me  his  Ear, 
And  bids  me  pour  my  Sorrow  there* 

And  tell  him  all  my  Pains  : 
Thus  while  I  eafe  my  burden'd  Heart, 
In  every  Woe  he  bears  a  Part,  (fuftaim. 

His  Arms  embrace  me,  and  his  Hand  my  drooping  Head 

VIII.  Fly 
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VIII. 

Fly  from  my  Thoughts,  all  human  Thingt, 
And  fporting  Swains,  and  fighting  Kings, 
And  Tales  of  wanton  Love  : 
My  Soul  difdains  that  little  Snare 
The  Tangles  of  Amiras  Hair ; 
Thine  Arms,  my   God,  are   fweeter  Bands,  nor  can  my 
Heart  remove. 

Grace  Jhining^    and  Nature  fainting. 
Sol.  Song  i.  3,  &ii.  5.  8c  vi.  5. 


TELL  me,   faireft  of  thy  Kind, 
Tell  me  Shepherd,  all  divine, 
Where  this  fainting  Head  reclin'd 
May  relieve  fuch  Cares  as  mine  : 
Shepherd,  lead  me  to  thy  Grove  ; 
If  burning  Noon  infeft  the  Sky 
The  fick'ning  Sheep  to  Covert  fly, 
The  Sheep  not  half  fo  faint  as  I, 
Thus  overcome  with  Love, 
II. 
Sty,  thou  dear,   Sovereign  of  my  Breafi* 
Where  doft  thou  lead  thy  Flock  to  reft  : 
Whyfhouldl  appear  like  one 
Wild  and  wandring  ah  alone, 
Unbeloved  and  unknown  ? 
O  my  Great  Redeemer,  fayt 
Shall  I  turn  my  Fe*t  allray  I 

wm 
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Will  JESUS  bear  to  fee  me  rove, 
To  fee  me  feek  another  Love  ? 

IIL 
Ne'er  had  I  known  his  deareft  Name, 
Ne'er  had  I  felt  his  inward  Flame, 
Had  not  his  Heart-firings  firft  began  the  tender  Sound  ~: 
Nor  can  I  bear  the  Thought,  that  He 
Shou'd  leave  the  Sky, 
Shou'd  bleed  and  die, 
Should  love  a  Wretch  fo  vile  as  me 
Without  Returns  of  PaiTion  for  his  dying  Wound, 

IV. 
His  Eyes  are  Glory  mix'd  with  Grace ; 
In  his  Delightful  awful  Face 
Sits  Majefty  and  Gentlenefs. 
"So  tender  is  my  bleeding  Heart 
That  with  a  Frown  he  kills  ; 
His  Abfence  'is  perpetual  Smart, 
Nor  is  my  Soul  refin'd  enough 
To  bear  the  Beaming  of  his  Love, 

And  feel  his  warmer  Smiles. 
Where  fhall  I  reft  this  drooping  Head  ? 
I  love,  I  love  the  Sun,   and  yet  I  want  the  Shade, 

V. 
My  finking  Spirits  feebly  ftrive 

T'  endure  the  Extafy  ; 
Beneath  thefe  Rays  I  cannot  live, 

And  yet  without  them  die. 
None  knows  the  Pleafure  and  the  Pain 
That  all  my  inward  Powers  fuflain 
But  fuch  as  feel  a  Saviour's  Love,  and  Love  the  God 
again. 

VI.  Ok 
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VI. 

Oh  why  mould  Beauty  heavenly  bright 

Stoop  to  charm  a  Mortal's  Sight, 
And  torture  with  the  fweet  Excefs  of  Light  ? 

Our  Hearts,  alas  !  how  frail  their  Make  ! 

With  their  own  -Weight  of  Joy  they  break, 
Oh  why  is  Love  fo  ftrong,  and  Nature's  felf  fo  weak  ? 

VII. 
Turn,  turn  away  thine  Eyes, 

Afcend  the  Azure  Hills,  and  mine 
Amongft  the  happy  Tenants  of  the  Skies, 

They  can  fuftain  a  Vifion  fo  divine. 

O  turn  thy  lovely  Glories  from  me, 
The  Joys  arc  too  intenfe,  the  Glories  overcome  me. 

VIII. 

Dear  Lord,  forgive  my  rafh  Complaint, 
And  love  me  dill 
Againflmy  froward  Will ; 

Unvail  thy  Beauties,  tho'  I  faint. 

Send  the  great  Herald  from  the  Sky, 

And  at  the  Trumpet's  awful  Roar 

This  feeble  State  of  Things  mall  fly, 

And  Pain  and  Pleafure  mix  no  more  : 

Then  mall  I  gaze  with  ftrengthned  Sight 

On  Glories  infinitely  bright, 
My  Heart  (hall  all  be  Love,  my  J  E  S  U  S  all  Delight. 

M       m 


H 


Low 
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Love  to  Christ  prefent  or  abfent. 

I. 

OF  all  the  Joys  we  Mortals  know, 
JESUS,   thy  Love  exceeds  the  reft ; 
Love,   the  bed  Blefling  here  below, 
And  neareft  Image  of  the  bleft. 

II. 
Sweet  are  my  Thoughts,  and  foft  my  Cares, 
When  the  Celeftial  Flame  I  hd  ; 
In  all  my  Hopes,  and  all  my  Fears, 
There's  fomething  kind  and  pleafing  Hill. 

III. 
While  I  am  held  in  his  Embrace 
There's  not  a  Thought  attempts  to  rove; 
Each  Smile  he  wears  upon  his  Face 
Fixes,  and  charms,  and  fires  my  Love. 

IV. 
llefpeaks,  and  flrait  immortal  Joys 
Run  thro'  my  Ears,  and  reach  my  Heart ; 
My  Soul  all  melts  at  that  dear  Voice, 
AndPleafure  (hoots  thro'  every  Part. 

V. 
If  he  withdraw  a  Moment's  fpace, 
He  leaves  a  fecred  Pledge  behind  ; 
Jicre  in  this  Breaft  his  Image  Hays, 
The  Grief  and  Comfort  of  my  Mind. 

VI.  While 
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VI. 
White  of  his  Abfence  I  complain, 
And  long,  and  weep  as  Lovers  do, 
There's  a  flrange  Pleafure  in  the  Pain, 
And  Tears  have  their  own  Sweetnefs  too, 

VII. 
When  round  his  Courts  by  Day  I  rove, 
Or  afk  the  Watchmen  of  the  Night 
For  fome  kind  Tidings  of  my  Love, 
His  very  Name  creates  Delight. 

VIII. 
J  E  S  U  S,  my  God;  yet  rather  come  ; 
Mine  Eyes  would  dwell  upon  thy  Face  ; 
'Tis  belt  to  fee  my  Lord  at  home, 
And  feel  the  Prefence  of  his  Grace. 

The  Abfence  ^/Christ. 


COME,  lead  me  to  fome  lofty  Shade 
Where  Turtles  moan  their  Loves  ; 
Tall  Shadows  were  for  Lovers  made  ; 
And  Grief  becomes  the  Groves. 

II. 
'Tis  no  mean  Beauty  of  the  Ground 

That  has  inflav'd  mine  Eyes  ; 
I  faint  beneath  a  nobler  Wound, 
Nor  love  below  the  Skies. 


H  2  Ul.JE- 
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ill. 

JESUS,  the  Spring  of  all  that's  bright, 

The  Everlafiing  Fair, 
Heaven's  Ornament,  and  Heaven's  Delight, 

Is  my  Eternal  Care, 

IV. 
But,  ah  !  how  far  above  this  Grave 

Does  the  bright  Charmer  dwell  ? 
Abfence,  thou  keeneft  Wound  to  Love, 

That  fharpeft  Pain,  I  feel. 

V. 
Penfive  I  climb  the  facred  Hills, 

And  near  him  vent  my  Woes  ; 
Yet  his  fweet  Face  he  ftill  conceals, 

Yet  ftiil  my  Paffion  grows. 

VI. 
I  murmur  to  the  hollow  Vale, 

I  tell  the  Rocks  my  Flame, 
And  blefs  the  Eccho  in  her  Cell 

That  beft  repeats  her  Name. 

VIL 
My  Paffion  breathes  perpetual  Sighs, 

Till  pitying  Winds  fhall  hear, 
And  gently  bear  them  up  the  Skies, 

And  gently  wound  his  Ear, 


I 
I 
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Defiring  bis  Defcent  to  Earth. 

I. 

E  SUS,  I  love.     Come,  deareft  Name, 
Come  and  poffefs  this  Heart  of  mine  ; 

I  love, 
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I  love,  tho'  'tis  a  fainter  Flame, 
And  infinitely  lefs  than  thine. 

II. 

0  !  if  my  Lord  would  leave  the  Skies, 
Drert  in  the  Rays  of  mildeft  Grace, 
My  Soul  fhould  haften  to  my  Eyes 

To  meet  the  Pleafures  of  his  Face. 

III. 
How  would  I  feaft  en  all  his  Charms, 
Then  ro  nd  his  lovely  Feet  entwine  ! 
V/orfliip  and  love,  in  all  their  Forms, 
Shou'd  honour  Beauty  fo  divine. 

IV. 
In  vain  the  Tempter's  flaitVing  Tongue, 
The  World  in  vain  fhould  bid  me  move, 
In  vain ;  for  I  fhould  gaze  fo  long 
Till  I  were  all  transformed  to  Love. 

V. 
Then  (mighty  God)  I'd  fing  and  fay, 
"  What  empty  Names  are  Crowns  and  Kings  ! 
m  Amongft  'em  give  thefe  Worlds  away, 
"  Thefe  little  defpicable  Things. 

VI. 

1  would  not  afk  to  climb  the  Sfky, 
Nor  envy  Angels  their  Abode, 

I  have  a  Heav'n  as  bright  and  high. 
In  die  Weft  Vifion  of  my  God. 


H  5  Ajcendittg 
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Afcending  to  him  in  Heaven. 

I. 

>Hp*  I  S  pure  Delight,  without  Alloy, 
JL       JESUS,   to  hear  thy  Name, 
My  Spirit  leaps  with  inward  Joy, 
I  feel  the  facred  Flame. 

II. 
My  Paffions  hold  a  pleaflng  Reign, 

While  Love  infpires  my  Breaft, 
Love,  the  divineft  of  the  Train, 
The  Sovereign  of  the  reft. 

III. 
This  is  the  Grace  muft  live  and  fing, 

When  Faith  and  Fear  mail  ceafe, 

Muft  found  from  every  joyfixl  String 

Thro'  the  fweet  Groves  of  Blifs. 

IV. 
Let  Life  immortal  feize  my  Clay  ; 

Let  Love  refine  my  Blood  ; 
Her  Flames  can  bear  my  Soul  away, 
Can  bring  me  near  my  God. 

V. 
Swift  I  afcend  the  heavenly  Place, 

And  haflen  to  my  Home, 
I  leap  to  meet  thy  kind  Embrace, 
I  come,  OLord,  I  come. 


VI.  Sink 
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Sink  down,  ye  feparating  Hills, 

Let  Guilt  and  Death  remove, 
Tis  Love  that  drives  my  Chariot-Wheel's, 

And  Death  muft  yield  to  Love. 

*>\  £  &  *1-"-  fe  &  *  Jft  <|  ft  ig  •  Sfc  m  £  j£.  A  A  &  <fe  % 
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72*  Pre  fence  of  God  w^r/A  dying  for  : 
Or,  "The  Death  of  Mofes.    - 

I. 

LQ  R  D,  'tis  an  infinite  Delight 
To  fee  thy  lovely  Face, 
To  dwell  whole  Ages  in  thy  Sight, 
And  feel  thy  vital  Rays. 

II. 
This  Gabriel  knows ;   and  fings  thy  Name 

With  Rapture  on  his  Tongue  ; 
Mofes  the  Saint  enjoys  the  fame, 
And  Heaven  repeats  the  Song. 

III. 
While  the  bright  Nation  founds  thy  Praife 

From  each  eternal  Hill, 
Sweet  Odours  of  exhaling  Grace 
The  happy  Region  fill. 

IV. 
Thy  Love,  a  Sea  without  a  Shore, 

Spreads  Life  and  Joy  abroad  : 
O  'tis  a  Heaven  worth  dying  for 
To  fee  a  foiling  God  ! 

•      H  4  V.  Shew 
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V 

Shew  me  thy  Face,  and  I'll  away 

From  all  inferior  Things  ; 
Speak,  Lord,  and  here  I  quit  my  Clay, 

And  ftretch  my  airy  Wings. 

VI. 
Sweet  was  the  Journey  to  the  Sky 

The  wondrous  Prophet  try'd  ; 
Climb  Up  the  Mount,  fays  God,  and  die  ; 

The  Prophet  climb'd  and  dy'd. 

VII. 
Softly  his  fainting  Head  he  lay 

Upon  his  Maker's  Breaft, 
His  Maker  kiiVd  his  Soul  away,  T: 

And  laid  his  Fleih  to  reft. 

VIII. 
In  God's  own  Arms  he  left  the  Breath 

That  God's  own  Spirit  gave  ; 
His  was  the  nobleft  Road  to  Death, 

And  his  the  fweetefl  Grave. 

«3&    c3&>    <j&    c3fo    cjfc    f3&   dtj    c5'o 
Longing  for  bis  Return. 


O'TWAS  a  mournful  parting  Day  f 
Farewell  my  Spoufe,  he  faid  ; 
(How  tedious,  Lord,  is  thy  Delay  ! 
How  long  my  Love  hath  itaid  1) 

II.  Fare-wel ! 
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Farewell  at  once  he  left  the  Ground, 

And  climbed  his  Father's  Sky  : 
Loud,  I  would  tempt  thy  Chariot  down, 

Or  leap  to  thee  on  high. 

III. 
Round  the  Creation  wild  I  rove, 

And  fearch  the  Globe  in  vain  ; 
There's  nothing  here  that's  worth  my  Love 

Till  thou  return  again. 

IV. 
My  Paffions  fly  to  feek  their  Kino, 

And  fend  their  Groans  abroad, 
They  beat  the  Air  with  heavy  Wing, 

And  mourn  an  abfent  &OD. 

V. 
With  inward  Pain  my  Heart-firings  found, 

My  Soul  diiiblves  away ; 
Dear  Sovereign,  whirl  the  Seafons  round, 

And  bring  the  promis'd  Day. 


±±)  mt  j-U  (*U  au3  r*&  U*3  l*0  SZi  juO  J«J  clO  'juis  *£»  ^  jb£  (l»i  tflfc 

/£#>?  />;  Darhiefs. 


<*94- 


YE  T,  Gracious  God, 
Vet  win  I  feek  thy  fmiling  Face; 
kltho'  a  (hort  Eclipfe  hib  &  mrowd 

And  bar  the  Influence  of  his  Rays, 
but  *  Mori  ..pour,  or  a  Summer-Cloud 


H  S  He 
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He  is  my  £un  tho'  he  refufe  to  mine, 

Tho1  for  a  Moment  he  depart 

I  dwell  for  ever  on  his  Heart, 
For  ever  he  on  mine. 

Early  before  the  Light  arife 

I'll  fpring  a  Thought  away  to  God  ; 

The  Pafiion  of  my  Heart  and  Eyes 

Shall  fhout  a  thoufand  Groans  and  Sighs, 

A  thoufand  Glances  ftrike  the  Skies, 
The  Floor  of  his  Abode. 

IL 

Dear  Sovereign,  hear  thy  Servant  pray, 

Bend  the  blue  Heavens,  Eternal  King, 

Downward  thy  chearful  Graces  bring  ; 
Or  mall  I  breathe  in  vain  and  pant  my  Hours  away  ? 
Break,  glorious  Brightness,  thro' the  gloomy  Veil, 

Look  how  the  Armies  of  Defpair 

Aloft  their  footy  Banners  rear 

Hound  my  poor  captive  Soul,  and  dare 

Pronounce  me  Prifoner  of  Hell. 

But  Thou,  my  Sun,  and  Thou,  my  Shield, 

Wilt  fave  me  in  the  bloody  Field  ; 
Break,  glorious  Brightness,  fhoot  one  glimm'ring  Ray, 

One  Glance  of  thine  creates  a  Day, 

And  drives  the  Troops  of  Hell  away. 

III. 
Happy  the  Times,  but  ah  !  the  Times  are  gone 

When  wondVous  Power  and  radiant  Grace 
Round  the  tall  Arches  of  the  Temple  fhone, 

And  mingled  their  viftorious  Rays  ; 


Sin, 
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Sin,  with  all  its  ghaflly  Train, 
Fled  to  the  Deeps  of  Death  again, 
And  fmiling  Triumph  fat  on  every  Face  : 
Our  Spirits  raptur'd  with  the  Sight 
Were  all  Devotion,  all  Delight, 
And  loud  Hofo?mas  founded  the  Redeemer's  Praife. 
Here  could  I  fay, 
(And  point  the  Place  whereon  I  flood) 
Here  I  enjoy 'd  a  Vifit  half  the  Day 
From  my  defcending  God  : 
I  was  regal'd  with  heavenly  Fare, 
With  Fruit  and  Manna  from  above  ; 
Divinely  fweet  the  BleiTmgs  were 
While  mine  Emanuel  was  there  : 
And  o'er  my  Head 
The  Conqueror  fpread 
The  Banner  of  his  Love. 
IV. 
Then  why  my  Heart  funk  down  fo  low  ? 
Why  do  my  Eyes  dLTolve  and  flow , 

And  hopelefs  Nature  mourn  ? 
Review,  my  Soul,  thofe  pleafing  Days, 
Read  his  unalterable  Grace 
Thro'  the  Difpleafure  of  his  Face, 

And  wait  a  kind  Return. 
A  Father's  Love  may  raife  a  Frown 
To  chide  the  Child,  or  prove  the  Son, 

Eut  Love  will  ne'er  deilroy  ; 
The  Hour  of  Darknefs  is  but  fliort, 
Faith  be  thy  Life,  and  Patience  thy  Support, 
The  Morning  brings  the  Joy. 

Ccme9 
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ComCj  Lord  JESUS. 
I. 

WHEN  (hall  thy  lovely  Face  be  feen  ? 
When  fhall  our  Eyes  behold  our  God  ? 
What  Lengths  of  Diftance  lie  between, 
And  Hills  of  Guilt  ?  a  heavy  Load  ! 

II. 
Our  Months  are  Ages  of  Delay, 
And  flowly  every  Minute  wears  : 
Fly,  winged  Time,  and  roll  away 
Thefe  tedious  Rounds  of  fluggifh  Years* 

III. 
Yc  heavenly  Gates,  loofe  all  your  Chains, 
Let  the  eternal  Pillars  bow  ; 
Bleft  Saviour,  cleave  the  ftarry  Plains, 
And  make  the  Cr'yflal  Mountains  flow. 

IV. 
Hark,  how  thy  Sainti  unite  their  Cries, 
And  pray  and  wait  the  general  Doom  ; 
Come,  Thou,  The,  Soul  of  all  our  Joys, 
Thou,  The  Desire  of  Nations,  come. 

V. 
Put  thy  bright  Robes  of  Triumph  on, 
And  blefs  our  Eyes,  and  blefs  our  Ears, 
Thou  abfent  Love,  thou  dear  Unknown, 
Thou  Fairest  of  ten  thousand  Fairs, 

VI.  Our 
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Our  Heart- firings  groan  with  deep  Complaint, 
Our  Fiefh  lies  panting,   Lord,  for  thee, 
And  every  Limb,  and  every  Joint, 
Stretches  for  Immortality. 

VIL 
Our  Spirits  make  their  eager  Wings, 
And  burn  to  meet  thy  flying  Throne  ; 
We  rife  away  from  mortal  Things 
T1  attend  thy  mining  Chariot  down. 

VIII. 
Now  let  our  chearful  Eyes  furvey 
The  blazing  Earth  and  melting  Hills, 
And  fmile  to  fee  the  Lightnings  play, 
And  flafh  along  before  thy  Wheels. 

IX. 
O  for  a  Shout  of  violent  Joys 
To  join  the  Trumpet's  thund'ring  Sound  ? 
The  Angel  Herald  fhakes  the  Skies, 
Awakes  the  Graves,  and  tears  the  Ground. 

X. 
Ye  flumbVing  Saints,  a  heavenly  Hoft 
Stands  waiting  at  your  gaping  Tombs  ; 
Let  every  facred  fleeping  Dull 
Leap  into  Life,  for  J  E  S  US  comes. 

XI. 
JESUS,  the  God  of  Might  and  Love, 
New-moulds  our  Limbs  of  cumb'rous  Clay  j 
Quick  as  Seraphick-Flames  we  move, 
Active  and  young,  and  fair  as  they. 

XII.  Our 
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XII. 

Cur  airy  Feet  with  unknown  Flight 
Swift  as  the  Motions  of  Defire, 
Run  up  the  Hills  of  heavenly  Light, 
And  leave  the  weltring  World  in  Fire. 


*^*J$^MM»W#W»^» 


Bewailing  my  own  Inconjlancy. 

i. 

IL  O  V  E   the  Lord  ;  but  ah  !  how  far 
My  Thoughts  from  the  dear  Objed  are 
This  wanton  Heart,  how  wide  it  roves  ! 
And  Fancy  meets  a  thoufand  Loves  > 

II. 
If  my  Soul  burn  to  fee  my  God, 
I  tread  the  Courts  of  his  Abode, 
But  Troops  of  Rivals  throng  the  Place 
And  tempt  me  off  before  his  Face. 

HI. 
Would  I  enjoy  my  Lord  alone, 
I  bid  my  Paflions  ail  be  gone, 
All  but  my  Love  ;  and  charge  my  Will 
To  bar  the  Door  and  guard  it  fiifl. 

IV. 
But  Cares,  or  Trifles,  make,  or  find, 
Still  new  Avenues  to  the  Mind, 
Till  I  with  Grief  and  Wonder  fee, 
Huge  Crowds  betwixt  the  Lord  and  me. 

V.  Oft 
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V. 

Oft  I  am  told  the  Mufe  will  prove 
A  Friend  to  Piety  and  Love  ; 
Strait  I  begin  Tome  facred  Song, 
And  take  my  Savio-ur  on  my  Tongue. 

VI. 
Strangely  I  lofe  his  lovely  Face, 
To  hold  the  empty  Sounds  in  chafe  ; 
At  bell  the  Chimes  divide  my  Heart, 
And  the  Mufe  {hares  the  larger  part, 

VII. 
Falfe  Confident !   and  falfer  Ereaft  ! 
Fickle  and  fond  of  every  Gueit  : 
Each  airy  Image  as  it  flies 

Here  finds  Admittance  thro'  my  Eyes. 

VIII. 

This  foolifh  Heart  can  leave  her  God, 

And  Shadows  tempt  her  Thoughts  abroad  : 

How  fhall  I  fix  this  wandring  Mind  ? 

Or  throw  my  Fetters  on  the  Wind  ? 

IX. 

Look  gently  down,  Almighty  Grace, 

Prifon  me  round  in  thine  Embrace ; 

Pity  the  Soul  that  would  be  thine, 

And  let  thy  Power  my  Love  confine. 

X. 

Say,  when  fhall  thy  bright  Moment  be 

That  I  fhall  live  alone  for  Thee, 

My  Heart  no  foreign  Lords  adore. 

And  the  wild  Mufe  prove  falfe  no  »ore  ? 


Forfakifty 
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S3  g3@5  KSSSS- 

Forfaken,  yet  Hoping. 


I; 

HA  P  P  Y  the  Hours,  the  golden  Days, 
When  I  could  call  my  J  E  S  U  S  mine, 
And  fit  and  view  his  fmiling  Face, 
And  melt  in  Pleafures  all  divine. 

II. 
Near  to  my  Heart,  within  my  Arms 
He  lay,  till  Sin  dehTd  my  bread, 
Till  broken  Vows,  and  earthly  Charms, 
Tir'd  and  provok'd  my  heavenly  Gueft. 

III. 
And  now  He's  gone,  (O  mighty  Woe  !) 
Gone  from  my  Soul,  and  hides  his  Love  ! 
Curfeon  you,  Sins,  that  griev'd  him  fo, 
Ye  Sins,  that  forc'd  him  to  remove. 

IV. 
Break,  break,  my  Heart ;  complain,  my  Tongue  ; 
Hither,  my  Friends,  your  Sorrows  bring  : 
Angels,  afiifl  my  doleful  Song, 
If  you  have  e'er  a  mourning  String. 

V. 
But,  ah  !  your  Joys  are  ever  high, 
Ever  his  lovely  Face  yo^fee  ; 
While  my  poor  Spirits  pant  and  die, 
And  groan,  for  Thee,  my  God,  for  Thee. 


VI.  Yet 
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Vf. 
Yet  let  my  Hope  look  thro'  my  Tears, 
And  fpy  afar  his  rolling  Throne  ; 
His  Chariot  thro'  the  cleaving  Spheres 
Shall  bring  the  bright  Beloved  down* 

VII. 
Swift  as  a  Roe  flies  o'er  the  Hills, 
My  Soul  fprings  out  to  meet  him  high, 
Then  the  fair  Conqueror  turns  his  Wheels, 
And  climbs  the  Manfions  of-the  Sky. 

vii  r. 

There  fmiling  Joy  for  ever  reigns 
No  more  the  Turtle  leaves  the  Dove  5 
Farewelto  Jealouhes,  and  Pains, 
And  all  the  Ills  of  abfent  Love. 


The  Conclusion. 
God  exalted  above  all  Praife. 

*     I. 

ETERNAL  Power  !  whofe  high  Abode 
Becomes  the  Grandeur  of  a  God  ; 
Infinite  Length  beyond  the  Bounds 
Where  Stars  revolve  their  little  Rounds. 

II. 
The  lowed  Step  above  thy  Seat 
Rifes  too  high  for  Gabriel  Feet, 
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In  vain  the  tall  Arch- Angel  tries 

To  reach  thine  Height  with  wondring  Eyes. 

III. 
Thy  dazling  Beauties  whillt  he  lings 
He  hides  his  Face  behind  his  Wings  ; 
And  Ranks  of  fhining  Thrones  around 
Fall  worfhipping,  and  fpread  the  Ground. 

IV. 
Lord,  what  lhall  Earth  and  Allies  do  ? 
We  would  adore  our  Maker  too  ; 
From  Sin  and  Dull  to  thee  we  cry, 
!T/k  Great,  the  Holy,  and  the  High  I 

V. 
Earth  from  afar  has  heard  the  Fame, 
And  Worms  have  learnt  to  lifp  thy  Name  ; 
But  O,  the  Glories  of  thy  Mind 
Leave  all  our  foaring  Thoughts  behind. 

VL 
God  is  in  Heaven,  and  Men  below  ; 
Be  Ihort,  our  Tunes ;  our  Words  be  few  ; 
A  facred  Reverence  checks  our  Songs, 
And  Praife  fits  filent  on  our  Tongues- 

The  End  of  fhe  First  Book, 
fibi ftkt  Lausy  ODeus,  Pfal.  lxv.    i. 


H  0  R  JE 


HORM  L1RICJE. 
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BOOK     II. 

N 

Sacred  to  V  i  r  t  u  e,  H  o  n  o  u  r, 

and  Friendship. 


T  O 

#*r  majesty. 

QUEEN  of  the  Northern  World  vvhofe  gentle  Sway 
Commands   our   Love,     and    charms  our  Heart 
f  obey, 
Forgive  the  Nation's  Groan  when  WILLIAM  dy'd  : 
Lo,    at  thy  Feet  in  all  the  loyal  Pride 
Of  blooming  Joy,  three  happy  Realms  appear, 
And  W  I  L  L  I  A  ATs  Urn  almoft  without  a  Tear 
Stands;  nor  complains  :  while  from  thy  gracious  Tongue 
Peace  flows  in  Silver  Streams  amidft  the  Throng. 
Amazing  Balm,  that  on  thofe  Lips  was  found 
To  footh  the  Torment  of  that  mortal  Wound, 

And 
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And  calm  the  wild  Affright  f  The  Terror  dies, 
The  bleeding  Wound  cements,    the  Danger  flies, 
And  Albion  fhouts  thine  Honours  as  her  Joys  arife. 

The  German  Eagle  feels  her  Guardian  dead, 
Not  her  own  Thunder  can  fecure  her  Head  ; 
Her  trembling  Eaglets  haften  from  afar, 
And  Belgian  Lion  dreads  the  Gallick  War  : 
All  hide  behind  thy  Shield,     Remoter  Lands 
Whofe  Lives  lay  trufted  in  NaJJhvian  Hands 
Transfer  their  Souls,  and  live  ;  fecure  they  play 
In  thy  mild  Rays,   and  love  the  growing  Day. 

Thy  beamy  Wing  at  once  defends  and  warms 
Fainting  Religion,  whilft  in  various  Forms 
Fair  Piety  fhines  thro'  the  Britijb  Illes  : 
Here  at  thy  Side,  and  in  thy  kindeft  Smiles  * 
Blazing  in  ornamental  Gold  fhe  Hands, 
To  blefs  thy  Councils,  and  aflift  thy  Hands,  l 
And  Crowds  wait  round  her  to  receive  Commands. 
There  at  a  humble  Di fiance  from  the  Throne  f 
Beauteous  fhe  lies  ;   her  Luftre  all  her  own, 
UngarnihYd  ;  yet  not  blufhing,    nor  afraid, 
Nor  knows  Sufpicion,  nor  affects  the  Shade  : 
Chearful  and  pleas'd  fhe  not  prefumes  to  fhare 
In  thy  Parental  Gifts,  but  owns  thy  Guardian  Care. 
For  thee,  dear  Sovereign,   endlefs  Vows  arife, 
And  Zeal  with  earthly  Wing  falutes  the  Skies 
To   gain  thy  Safety  :  Here  a  folemn  Form  * 
Of  ancient  Words  keeps  the  Devotion  warm, 


! 


*  The  cJlabliJtSd  Church  of  England. 
•f*  The  Protectant  Dijfenters. 


And 
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And  guides,  but  bounds  our  Wifhes  :  There  die  Mind  § 
Feels  its  own  Fire,  and  kindles  unconfm'  d 
With  bolder  hopes  :  Yet  ftill    beyond  our  Vows 
Thy  lovely  Glories  rife,  thy  fpreading  Terror  grows, 

Princess,   the  World  already  owns  thy  Name  : 
Go,  mount  the  Chariot  of  immortal  Fame, 
Nor  dietoberenown'd  :  Fame's  loudeft  Breath 
Too  dear  is  purchased  by  an  Angel's  Death. 
The  Vengeaace  of  thy  Rod,  with  general  Joy, 
Shall  fcourge  Rebellion  and  the  Rival-Boy  *  : 
Thy  founding  Arms  his  Gallic  Patron  hears 
And  fpeeds  his  Flight;  not  overtakes  his  Fears, 
Till  hard  Defpair  wring  from  the  Tyrant's  Soul 
The  Iron  Tears  out.     Let  thy  Frown  controul 
Our  angry  Jars  at  home,  till  Wrath  fubmit 
Her  impious  Banners  to  thy  facred  Feet. 
Mad  Zeal,  and  Frenzy,  with  their  murderous  Train, 
Flee  thele  fweet  Realms  in  thine  aufpicious  Reign, 
Envy  expire  in  Rage,   and  Treafon  bite  the  Chain. 


! 


Let  no  black  Scenes  affright  fair  Albion's  Stage  : 
Thy  Thread  of  Life  prolong  our  golden  Age, 
Long  blefs  the  Earth,    and  late  afcend  thy  Throne 
Ethereal  ;  (not  thy  Deeds  are  there  unknown, 
Nor  there  unfung  ;  for  by  thine  awful  Hands 
Heaven  rules  the  Waves,  and  Thunders  o'er  the  Lands, 
Creates  inferior  Kingsf  ,and  gives'em  their  Commands.) 

§  Tie  P rote/rant  DtfcnterT. 
*    7bc  PretenUr. 

f  She  made  Cbaries  the  Emperor '*  fecond  Son  King  of  £/«/*,  .s  !.o 
*•:  now  Emperor  of  Gtrmay, 

Legions 


i46  LYRIC    POEMS,     Book  II. 

Legions  attend  thee  at  the  radiant  Gates  ; 

For  thee  thy  Siiter-Seraph,  bleft  MARIA,  waits. 

But  oh  !  the  parting  Stroke  !  fome  heavenly  Power 
Chear  thy  lad  Britcns  in  the  gloomy  Hour; 
Some  new  propitious  Star  appear  on  high 
The  faireft  Glory  of  the  Weftern  Sky, 
And  AN N Abe  its  Name  ;  with  gentle  Sway 
To  check  the  Planets  of  malignant  Ray, 
Sooth  the  Rude  North  Wind,  and  the  rugged  Bear,        -% 
Calm  rifmg  Wars,  heal  the  contagious  Air,  C 

And  reign  with  peaceful  Influence  to  the  Sout&ernSphere.  j 

Note,  Ibis  Pcem  ivas  written  in  the  Year  1705,  in  that  honourable 
V  art  of  the  'Reign  of oil"  iate  Qui;  en,  ivhen  Jbe  bad  broke  the  French 
Foiver  at  Blenheim,  afft*tedi be  right  ^'(.harles  the  present  Empe- 
ror to  the  Croivn  of  Spain,  exerted  her  Zeal  fir  the  Proteflant  Succef- 
fion,  and promife'd  inviolably  to  ^maintain  the  Toleration  to  the  Pro- 
Uftant  Dijjtnteri,  Thus  Jbe  appeared  the  chief  Support  of  the  Refor- 
mation,  and  the  Patronefs  of  the  Liberties  of  Europe* 

The  latter  Part  of  her  Hei^n  nvas  of  a  different  CoU-ur ,  and  ivas  by 
vr>  means  attended  ivith  the  Accompltjbnunt  uf tSofe gkricus  Hopes  ivbich 
ivc  had  conceived.  Now  the  Mufe  cannot  fat  isfy  berjelf  to  publJJj  this 
•neiif  Edition  without  acknowledging  the  M:jiake<f  her  former  P  refuges  ; 
andiuhile  fije  does  tie  IVurld  tbisfuftice,  jhe  does  berjelf  the  Honour  of 
a  'voluntary  Rriratlation. 
Augutt    1.   1721.       ^ 


P  A  L  I  N  0  D  I  A. 

BRITONS,  forgive  the  forward  Mufe 
That  dar'd  Prophetic  Seals  to  loofe, 
(UnfknTd  in  Fate's  Eternal  Book,) 
And  the  deep  Characters  miftook. 

GEORGE 


} 
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G  E  O  R  G  E  is  the  Name,   that  glorious  Star  ; 
Ye  faw  his  Splendors  beaming  far ; 
Saw  in  the  Eaft  your  Joys  arife, 
When  AN N  A  funk  mWeJirn  Skies, 
Streaking  the  Heavens  with  Crimfon  Gloom, 
Emblems  of  Tyranny  and  Rome, 
Portending  Blood  and  Night  to  come. 
'Twas  GEORGE  diffused   a  vital  Ray, 
And  gave  the  dying  Nations  Day  : 
His  Influence  fooths  the  Rujjian  Bear, 
Calm  rifing  Wars,    and  heals  the  Air  ; 
Join'd  with  the  Sun  his  Beams  are  hurl'd 
To  fcatter  Blefiings  round  the  World, 
Fulfil  whate'er  the  Mufe  has  fpoke, 
And  crown  the  work  that  A  X  N  E  forfook. 
Aug.  1.  172 1. 

T  O 

JOHN    LOCKE,  Efq; 

Retired  from    Bujinefs. 

I. 

A    N  G  E  L  S  arc  made  cf  Heavenly  Things, 
And  Light  and  Love  our  Souls  compofe, 
r  Blifs  within  their  Bofom  fprings, 

bin  their  :Bofom  flows, 
arrow  Minds  dill  make  Pretence 
irch  the  Coafls  of  Klefti  and  Senfe, 
etch  diviner  Pleafures  thence. 

Men 
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Men  are  akin  to  Ethereal  Forms, 
But  they  belyc  their  nobler  Birth, 
Debafe  their  Honour  down  to  Earth, 

And  claim  a  fhare  with  Worms. 
II. 
He  that  has  Treafures  of  his  own 
May  leave  the  Cottage  or  the  Throne, 
May  quit  the  Globe,  and  dwell  alone 

Within  his  fpacious  Mind. 
LOCKE  hath  a  Soul  wide  as  the  Sea, 
Calm  as  the  Night,  bright  as  the  Day, 
There  may  his  vail:  Ideas  play, 

Nor  feel  a  Thought  confin'd. 

T  O 

JOHN    SHUT  E,  Efq; 

(Now  Lord  B  A  RRI NGTO  N) 

On  Mr.  LOCK  E's  dangerous    Sicknefs,  fotne 
time  after  be  hadretirdtojludy  the  Scriptures. 

June,   17C4. 

I. 

AN  D  muft  the  Man  of  wondrous  Mind 
(Now  his  rich  Thoughts  are  juft  refin'd) 
Forfake  our  longing  Eyes  ? 
Reafou  at  length  fubmits  to  wear 
The  Wings  of  Faith  ;  and  lo,  they  rear 
Her  Chariot  high,  and  nobly  bear 
Her  Prophet  to  the  Skies. 

II.  Go, 
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II. 

Go,  Friend,  and  wait  the  Prophet's  Flight, 
Watch  if  his  Mantle  chance  to  light, 

And  feize  it  for  thy  own-; 
SHUTE  is  the  darling  of  his  Years, 
Young  SHUT  E  his  better  Likenefs  bears  ; 
All  but  his  Wrinkles  and  his  Hairs 

Are  copy'd  in  his  Son . 
III. 
Thus  when  our  Follies,  or  our  Faults, 
Call  for  the  Pity  of  thy  Thoughts, 

Thy  Pen  fhall  make  us  wife  : 
The  Sallies  of  whofe  youthful  Wit 
Could  pierce  the  Britifi  Fogs  with  Light, 
Place  our  true  *  Inter -eft  in  our  Sight, 

And  open  half  our  Eyes. 

*   The  hterefi  of  England,  written  by  I.  S.  E}\\ 

T  O 

Mr.  WILLIAM  N  0  K  E  S. 

Friendjbip. 

I.  1702. 

FRIENDSHIP,  thou  Charmer  of  the  Mind, 
Thou  fweet  deluding  Hi, 
The  brighter!:  Minute  Mortals  find, 
And  lharpeft  Hour  we  feel. 

II. 
has  divided  all  our  Shares 
Pleafure  and  of  Pain  ; 

I  In 
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In  Love  the  Comforts  and  the  Cares 

Are  mix'd  and  join'd  again. 

III.      # 
But  whilft  in  Floods  our  Sorrow  rolls, 

And  Drops  of  Joy  are  few, 
This  dear  Delight  of  mingling  Souls 

Serves  but  to  fwell  our  Woe. 

IV. 
Oh  !  why  fhould  Blifs  depart  in  hafle,, 

And  Friendfhip  flay  to  moan  ?   . 
Why  the  fond  Paffion  cling  fo  fall, 

When  every  Joy  is  gone  ? 

V.    ' 
Vet  never  let  our  Hearts  divide, 

Nor  Death  diffolve  the  Chain : 
JPor  Love  and  Joy  were  once  ally'd, 

And  muft  be  join'd  again. 

T  O 

NATHANIEL  GOULD,  Efqi 

NOW 

Sir  NATHANIEL  GOULD.      < 

I.  1704. 

**T"*  I  S  not  by  Splendour,  or  by  State, 

X       Exalted  Mien,  or  lofty  Gait, 
My  Mufe  takes  meafure  of  a  King ; 

If 
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If  Wealth,  or  Height,  or  Bulk  will  do, 
She  calls  each  Mountain  of  Peru 

A  more  Majeftic  Thing. 
Frown  on  me,  Friend,  if  e'er  I  boafl 
O'er  Fellow- Minds  enflav'd  in  Clay, 
Or  fwell  when  I  mall  have  engroft 
A  larger  Heap  of  mining  Dull, 
And  wear  a  bigger  Load  of  Earth  than  theyi 
Let  the  vain  World  falute  me  loud, 
My  Thoughts  look  inward,  and  forget 
The  founding  Names  of  High  and  Great, 
The  Flatteries  of  the  Crowd. 

II. 

When  GOULD  commands  his  Ships  to  run 
And  fearch  the  Traffick  of  the  Sea, 
His  Fleet  overtakes  the  falling  Day, 
And  bears  the  Wefiern  Mines  away, 
Or  richer  Spices  from  the  rifing  Sun  : 
While  the  glad  Tenants  of  the  Shore 
Shout,  and  pronounce  him  Senator  *, 

Yet  ftill  the  Man's  the  fame : 
For  well  the  happy  Merchant  knows 
The  Soul  with  Treafure  never  grows, 

Nor  fwells  with  airy  Fame. 

III. 

But  truft  me,  GOULD,  'tis  lawful  Pride 
To  rife  above  the  mean  Controul 
Of  Flefh  and  Senfe,  to  which  we're  ty'd  ; 
This  is  Ambition  that  becomes  a  Soul. 

•  Member  of  Parliament  for  a  Pert  in  Suffer, 

It  Wc 
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"  We  fleer  our  Courfe  up  thro'  the  Skies ; 
Farewel  this  barren  Land  : 
We  ken  the  heavenly  Shore  with  longing  Eyes, 
There  the  dear  Wealth  of  Spirits  lies, 
And  beckoning  Angels  ftand. 


BKwJS*8'" 


ft  O 

Dr.  THOMAS  GIBSON. 
The  Life  of  Souls. 

I. 

SW I  FT  as  the  .Sun  revolves  the  Day 
We  haften  to  the  Dead, 
Slaves  to  the  Wind  we  pufF  away, 

And  to  the  Ground  we  tread  : 
'Tis  Air  that  lends  us  Life,  when  firft 

The  vital  Bellows  heave: 
Our  Flefh  we  borrow  of  the  Duft  : 
And  when  a  Mother's  Care  has  nurft 
The  Babe  to  manly  Size,  we  mull 

With  Ufury  pay  the  Grave. 

II. 
Rich  Juleps  drawn  from  precious  Oar 

Still  tend  the  dying  Flame: 
And  Plants,  and  Roots,  of  barbarous  Name, 

Torn  from  the  Indian  Shore. 
Thus  we  fupport  our  tottVing  Flefhj 

Our  Cheeks  refume  the  Rofe  afrefh. 
When  Bark  and  Steel  play  well  their  Game 

To  fave  our  finking  Breath, 


1704. 
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And  GIBSON,  with  his  awful  Power, 
Refeues  the  poor  precarious  Hour 

From  the  Demands  of  Death. 
III. 
But  Art  and  Nature.-  Pov/rs  and  Charms, 
And  Drugs,  and  Recipe's,  and  Forms, 
Yield  us.  at  lad,  to  greedy  Worms 

A  defpicable  Prey ; 
I'd  have  a  Life  to  call  my  own, 
That  (hall  depend  on  Heaven  alone  j 

Nor  Air,  nor  Earth,  nor  Sea 
Mix  their  bafe  EfTences  with  mine, 
r  claim  Dominion  fo  Divine 

To  ^:\  e  me  Leave  to  Be. 
IV. 
Sure  there's  a  Mind  within,  that  reigns 
O'er  the  dull  Current  of  my  Veins ; 
I  feel  the  inward  Pulfe  beat  high 
With  vig'rous  Immortality. 
Let  Earth  refume  the  Fleih  it  gave, 
And  Breath  diffolve  amongft  the  Winds ; 
GIB  SO  N,  the  Things  that  fear  a  Grave, 
That  I  can  lofe,  or  you  can  fave, 

Are  not  akin  to  Mind*. 

V. 
We  claim  Acquaintance  with  the  Skies, 
Upward  our  Spirits  hourly  rife, 

And  there  our  Thoughts  employ: 
When  Heaven  fliall  fign  our  grand  Releafe, 
We  are  no  Strangers  to  the  Place, 
The  Builncii,  or  the  Joy. 

1 3  r*fr 
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Falfe  Greatnefs. 


M 


L 

YL  0,  forbear  to  call  him  bleft 
That  only  boafts  a  large  Eftate, 
Should  all  the  Treafures  of  the  Weft 
Meet,  and  qonfpire  to  make  him  Great. 
I  know  thy  better  Thoughts,  I  know 
ThyReafon  can't  defcend  fo  low. 
Let  a  broad  Stream  with  golden  Sands 

Thro'  all  his  Meadows  roll, 
He's  but  a  Wretch,  with  all  his  Lands, 
That  wears  a  narrow  SouL 
II. 
He  fwells  amidft  his  wealthy  Store, 
And  proudly  poizing  what  he  weighs, 
In  his  own  Scale  he  fondly  lays 

Huge  Heaps  of  fhining  Oar. 
He  fpreads  the  Balance  wide  to  hold 

His  Manors  and  his  Farms, 
And  cheats  the  Beam  with  Loads  of  Gold 

He  hugs  between  his  Arms. 
So  might  the  Plough-Boy  climb  a  Tree, 

When  drcefus  mounts  his  Throne, 
And  both  Hand  up,  and  fmile  to  fee 

How  long  their  Shadow's  grown. 
Alas !  how  vain  their  Fancies  be 

To  think  that  Shape  their  own  ! 


II L  Thus 
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III. 

Thus  mingled  (till  with  Wealth  and  State, 
Crczfus  himfelf  can  never  know  ; 
His  true  Dimenfions  and  his  Weight 
Are  far  inferior  to  their  Show. 
Were  I  fo  tall  to  reach  the  Pole, 
Or  grafp  the  Ocean  with  my  Span, 
I  muft  be  meafur'd  by  my  Soul  : 
The  Mind's  the  Standard  of  the  Man. 

*£,  O'^     W'O      >JL5     Q'J>     CJO     wO     WJ     W~    «* 

TO 

S  A   R    I   S    S   A. 

An  EPISTLE. 

B"E  A  R  up,  S  AR1SSA,  thro1  the  ruffling  Storms 
Of  a  vain  vexing  World  :  Tread  down  the  Cares 
Thefe  ragged  Thorns  that  lie  acrofs  the  Road, 
Nor  fpend  a  Tear  upon  them.     Truft  the  Mufe, 
She  fings  experienced  Truth  :  This  briny  Dew, 
This  Rain  of  Eyes  will  make  the  Briars  grow: 
We  travel  thro'  a  Defart,  and  our  Feet 
Have  meafur'd  a  fair  Space,  have  left  behind 
A  thoufand  Dangers,,  and  a  thoufand  Snares 
Well  fcap'd.     Adieu,  ye  Horrors  of  the  Dark, 
Ye  finifh'd  Labours,  and  ye  tedious  Toils 
Of  Days  and  Hours :  The  Twinge  of  real  Smart, 
And  the  falfe  Terrors  of  ill  boding  Dreams 

I  4  Va:,:!> 
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Vanifh  together,  be  alike  forgot, 

For  ever  blended  in  one  common  Grave. 


Farewel,  ye  waxing  and  ye  waning  Moons, 
That  we  have  watch'd  behind  the  flying  Clouds 
On  Night's  dark  Hill,  or  fetting  or  afcending, 
Or  in  Meridian  Height :  Then  Silence  reign'd 
O'er  half  the  World  ;  then  ye  beheld  our  Tears, 
Ye  witnefs'd  our  Complaints,  our  Kindred  Groans, 
(Sad  Harmony  ! )  while  with  your  beamy  Horns 
Or  richer  Orb  ye  filver'd  o'er  the  Green 
Where  trod  our  Feet,  and  lent  a  feeble  Light 
To  Mourners.     Now  ye  have  fulfilled  your  Round, 
Thefe  Hours  are  fled,  farewel.     Months  that  are  gone 
Are  gone  for  ever,* and  have  borne  away 
Each  his  own  Load.     Our  Woes  and  Sorrows  paft, 
Mountainous  Woes,  (till  leffen  as  they  fly 
Far  off.     So  Billows  in  a  flormySea, 
Wave  after  Wave  (a  long  Succeffion)  roll 
Beyond  th«  Ken  of  Sight :  The  Sailors  fafe 
Look  far  aflern  till  they  have  loft  the  Storm, 
Arid  fhout  their  boiftcrous  Joys.     A  gentler  Mufe 
Sings  thy  dear  Safety,  and  commands  thy  Cares 
To  dark  Oblivion  ;  bury'd  deep  in  Night 
Lofe  them,  SARISSJ,  and  affid  my  Song. 

Awake  thy  Voice,  fing  how  the  flender  Line 
Of  Fate's  immortal  NOW  divides  the  Pait 
From  all  the  Future,  with  eternal  Bars 
Forbidding  a  Return.     The  pall  Temptations 
No  more  fhall  vex  us ;  every  Grief  we  feel 
Shortens  the  deftm'd  Number ;  every  Pulfe 

Beats 
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Beats  a  fharp  Moment  of  the  Pain  away. 
And  the  laft  Stroke  will  come.     By  fwift  Degrees 
Time  fweeps  us  off,  and  we  (hall  foon  arrive 
At  Life's  fweet  Period :  O  Celeftial  Point 
That  ends  this  mortal  Story ! 

But  if  a  Glimpfe  of  Light  with  flatfring  Ray 
Breaks  thro'  the  Clouds  of  Life,  or  wand'ring  Fire 
Amidft  the  Shades  invite  your  doubtful  Feet, 
Beware  the  dancing  Meteor;  faithlefs  Guide, 
That  leads  the  lonefome  Pilgrim  wide  aftray 
To  Bogs,  and  Fens,  and  Pits,  and  certain  Death ! 
Should  vicious  Pleafure  take  an  Angel-Form 
And  at  a  Diftance  rife,  by  flow  Degrees, 
Treacherous,  to  wind  herfelf  into  your  Heart, 
Stand  firm  aloof;  nor  let  the  gaudy  Phantom 
Too  long  allure  your  Gaze  :  The  juft  Delight 
That  Heaven  indulges  lawful,  muft  obey 
Superior  Powers ;  nor  tempt  your  Thoughts  too  fa/ 
In  Slavery  to  Senfe,  nor  fvvell  your  Hope 
To  dang'rous  Size:  If  it  approach  your  Feet 
And  court  your  Hand,  forbid  th'  intruding  Joy 
To  fit  too  near  your  Heart :  Still  may  our  Souls 
Claim  Kindred  with  the  Skies,  nor  mix  with  Dull 
Our  better  born  Affections ;  leave  the  Globe 
A  Ned  for  Worms,  and  haften  to  our  Home. 

O  there  are  Gardens  of  th'  immortal  Kind 
That  crown  the  heavenly  Edens  rifing  Hills 
With  Beauty  and  with  Sweets ;  no  lurking  Mifchief 
Dwells  in  the  Fruit,  nor  Serpent  twines  the  Boughs  ; 

I  5  Th« 


158         LYRIC  POEMS,    Bookll. 

The  Branches  bend  laden  with  Life  and  Blifs 
Ripe  for  the  Tafte,  but  'tis  a  fteep  Afcent : 
Hold  faft  the  *  Golden  Chain  let  down  from  Heav'n, 
Twill  help  your  Feet  and  Wings ;  I  feel  its  Force 
Draw  upwards ;  faften'd  to  the  Pearly  Gate 
It  guides  the  Way  unerring  :  Happy  Clue 
Thro'  this  dark  Wild !  Twas  Wifdom's  nobleft  Work, 
All  join'd  by  Power  Divine,  and  every  Link  is  Love, 
•  Tbe  Goftcl. 

T  O 

Mr.   7.  BRADBURT. 

Paradife. 

170$. 
I. 

YOUNG  as  I  am  I  quit  the  Stage, 
Nor  will  I  know  th'  Applaufes  of  the  Age  5 
Farewel  to  growing  Fame.     I  leave  below 
A  Life  not  half  worn  out  with  Cares, 
Or  Agonies,  or  Years; 
I  leave  my  Country  all  in  Tears, 
But  Heaven  demands  me  upward,  and  I  dare  to  go. 
Amongit  ye,  Friends,  divide  and  (hare 

The  Remnant  of  my  Days, 
If  ye  have  Patience,  and  can  bear 
A  long  Fatigue  of  Life,  and  drudge  thro'  all  the  Race: 

II.  Hark, 
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II. 

Hark,  my  fair  Guardian  chides  my  flay, 

And  waves  his  Golden  Rod  : 
"  Angel,  I  come ;  lead  on  the  Way : 

And  now  by  fwift  Degrees 
I  fail  aloft  thro'  Azure  Seas, 

Now  tread  the  milky  Road  : 
Farewel,  ye  Planets,  in  your  Spheres ; 
And  as  the  Stars  are  loft,  a  brighter  Sky  appears, 

Injiafte  for  Paradife 
I  ftretch  the  Pinions  of  a  bolder  Thought ; 
Scarce  had  I  wilTd,  but  I  was  pail 
Defarts  of  tracklefs  Light  and  all  th'  Ethereal  Wafle, 

And  to  the  facred  Borders  brought  $ 
There  on  the  Wing  a  Guard  of  Cherubs  lies, 
Each  waves  a  keen  Flame  as  he  flies, 
And  well  defends  the  Walls  from  Sieves  and  Surprize. 

III. 

With  pleaf.ng  RevVence  I  behold 
The  pearly  Portals  wide  unfold  : 
Enter,  my  Soul,  and  view  th1  amazing  Scenes  \ 
Sit  fail  upon  the  flying  Mufe, 

And  let  thy  roving  Wonder  loofc 
O'er  all  th'  Empyreal  Plains. 
Noon  (lands  Eternal  here  :  here  may  thy  Sight 
Drink  in  the  Rays  of  primogeneal  Light : 
Here  breathe  Immortal  Air  : 
Joy  mufl  beat  high  in  cv'ry  Vein, 
Pleafure  thro1  all  thy  Bofom  rei^n  ; 
The  Law*  forbid  tl  :ger,  Pain, 

And  baniih  evcrj  Care. 

r 
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IV. 

See  how  the  bubbling  Springs  of  Love 

Beneath  the  Throne  arife  ; 
The  Streams  in  Cryftal  Channels  move, 
Aroun4  the  Golden  Streets  they  rove, 
And  blefs  the  Manfions  of  the  upper  Skies. 

There  a  fair  Grove  of  Knowledge  grows, 
Nor  Sin  nor  Death  infedls  the  Fruit ; 
Young  Life  hangs  frefh  on  all  the  Bought, 

And  fprings  from  ev'ry  Root ; 
Here  may  thy  greedy  Senfes  feaft 
While  Extafy  and  Health  attends  on  every  Taftc. 

With  the  fair  Profpedl  charm'd  I  flood  ; 
Fearlefs  I  feed  on  the  delicious  Fare, 
And  drink  profufe  Salvation  from  the  Silver  Flood, 
Nor  can  Excefs  be  there.' 
V. 
In  facred  Order  rang'd  along 

Saints  new-releas'd  by  Death 
Join  the  bold  Seraph's  warbling  Breath, 

And  aid  th'  Immortal  Song. 
Each  has  a  Voice  that  tunes  his  Strings 
To  mighty  Sounds,  and  mighty  Things, 

Things  of  everlafting  Weight, 
Sounds,  like  the  fofter  Viol,  fweet, 
And,  like  the  Trumpet,  flrong. 
Divine  Attention  held  my  Soul, 
I  was  all  Ear  ! 
Thro"  all  my  Pow'rs  the  heavenly  Accents  roll, 

I  longM  and  wiftTd  my  BRADBURT  there j 
*  Could  he  but  hear  thefe  Notes,  I  faid, 
J  His  tuneful  Soul  wou'd  never  bear 

•'  The 
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H  The  dull  unwinding  of  Life's  tedious  Thread, 
u  But  burfl  the  vital  Chords  to  reach  the  happy  Dead. 

VI. 

And  now  my  Tongue  prepares  to  join 
The  Harmony,  and  with  a  noble  Aim 

Attempts  th'  unutterable  Name, 
Bat  faints,  confounded  by  the  Notes  Divine : 
Again  my  Soul  th'  unequal  Honour  fought, 

Again  her  utmoit  Force  me  brought, 
And  bow'd  beneath  the  Burden  of  th'  unwieldy  Thought, 

Thrice  I  effay'd,  and  fainted  thrice ; 
Th'  Immortal  Labour  flrahVd  my  feeble  Frame, 
Broke  the  bright  Virion,  and  diflblv'd  the  Dream ; 

I  fank  at  once  and  loll  the  Skies  : 

In  vain  I  fought  the  Scenes  of  Light 

Rolling  abroad  my  longing  Eyes, 
For  all  around  'em  Hood  my  Curtains  and  the  Nhht. 

Stritt  Religion  very  rare. 

I. 

I'M  borne  aloft,  and  leave  the  Crowd, 
I  fail  upon  a  Morning  Cloud 
Skirted  with  dawning  Gold  : 
Mine  Eyes  beneath  the  opening  Day 
Command  the  Globe  with  wide  furvey, 
Where  Ants  in  bufy  Millions  play,         <jt 
And  tug  and  heave  the  Mould. 

II. 
•'  Arc  thefe  the  Things  (my  Paflion  cry'd) 
J  That  we  call  Men  ?  Are  thefe  ally'd 

5  To 
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"  To  the  fair  Worlds  of  Light  ? 
"  They  have  ras'd  out  their  Maker's  Name, 
"  Grav'n  on  their  Minds  with  pointed  Flame 
'*  In  Strokes  divinely  bright. 

III. 

"  Wretches !  they  hate  their  native  Skies ; 
'*  If  an  Ethereal  Thought  arife, 

"  Or  Spark  of  Virtue  fnine, 
€(  With  cruel  Force  they  damp  its  Plumes, 
**  Choke  the  young  Fire  with  ienfual  Fumes, 

"  With  Bufmefs,  Lult,  or  Wine. 

IV. 

u  Lo  f  how  they  throng  with  panting  Breath 

"  The  broad  defcending  Road 
"  That  leads  unerring  down  to  Death, 

"  Nor  mifs  the  dark  Abode. 
Thus  while  I  drop  a  Tear  or  two 
On  the  wild  Herd,  a  noble  few 
Dare  to  Itray  upward,  and  purfue 

Th/  unbeaten  Way  to  God. 

V. 

I  meet  Myrtillo  mounting  high, 
I  know  his  candid  Soul  afar  ; 
Here  Dory/us  and  Thyrfes  fly 

Each  like  a  rifing  Star. 
Charin  I  faw  and  Fidca  there. 
I  faw  them  help  each  other's  Flight, 

And  blefs  them  as  they  go^ 
They  foar  beyond  my  my  lab 'ring  Sight, 
And  leave  there  Loach  of  mortal  Car^, 

But  not  their  Love  below. 


On 
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On  Heav'n,  their  Home,  they  fix  their  Eyes, 

The  Temple  of  their  God  : 
With  Morning  Incenfe  up  they  rife 
Sublime,  and  thro'  the  lower  Skiei 

Spread  the  Perfumes  abroad. 

VI. 

Acrofs  the  Road  a  Seraph  flew, 

u  Mark  (faid  he)  that  happy  Pair, 

"  Marriage  helps  Devotion  there  : 

"  When  Kindred  Minds  their  God  purfuc 

u  They  break  with  double  Vigour  thro' 

"  The  dull  incumbent  Air. 
Charm'd  with  the  Pleafure  and  Surprize 

My  Soul  adores  and  fings, 
u  Bled  be  the  PowV  that  fprings  their  Flight, 
u  That  flxeaks  their  Path  with  heavenly  Light, 
*  That  turns  their  Love  to  Sacrifice, 

"  And  joins  their  Zeal  for  Wings. 


T  O 

Mr.  C.  and  5.  FLEETWOOD. 
I. 

Tj  LEETIVOODS,  young  generous  Pair, 
■^     Defpife  the  Joys  that  Fools  purfuc  -, 
Bubbles  are  light  and  brittle  too, 
Born  of  the  Water  and  the  Air, 


Try'd 
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Try'd  by  a  Standard  bold  and  juft 
Honour  and  Gold  and  Paint  and  Duft ; 
How  vile  the  laft  is  and  as  vain  the  firft  ? 
Things  that  the  Crowd  call  "great  and  brave. 
With  me  how  low  their  Value's  brought ; 
Titles  and  Names,  and  Life  and  Breath, 
Slaves  to  the  Wind  and  born  for  Death ; 
The  Soul's  the  only  Thing  we  have 
Worth  an  important  Thought. 

II. 

The  Soul!  'tis  of  th'  immortal  Kind, 

Nor  form'd  of  Fire,  or  Earth,  or  Wind,  (hind. 

Out-lives  the  mouldring  Corps  and  leaves  the  Globe  be- 

ln  Limbs  of  Clay  tho'  Ihe  appears, 
Array'd  in  rofy  Skin,  and  deck'd  with  Ears  and  Eyes, 

The  Flefh  is  but  the  Soul's  Difguife, 
There's  nothing  in  her  Frame  kin  to  the  Drefs  flic  wears : 

From  all  the  Laws  of  Matter  free, 

From  all  we  feel,  and  all  we  fee, 
She  flands  eternally  diitincl,  and  mull  for  ever  be, 

III. 
Rife-then,  my  Thoughts  on  high, 
Soar  beyond  all  that's  made  to  die ; 
Lo  !  on  an  awful  Throne 
Sits  the  Creator  and  the  Judge  of  vSouls, 
Whirling  the  Planets  round  the  Poles, 
Winds  off  our  Threads  of  Life,  and  brings  our  Periods  cm. 
Swift  the  Approach,  and  folemn  is  the  Day, 
When  this  immortal  Mind 
Stript  of  the  Body's  coarfe  Array, 
To  endlefs  Pain,  or  endlefs  Joy, 
Muft  be  at  once  confign'd. 

IV.  Think 
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IV. 
Think  of  the  Sands  run  down  to  wafte-, 
We  porTefs  none  of  all  the  Pail, 
None  but  the  Prefent  is  our  own  ; 
Grace  is  not  plac'd  within  our  Power, 
'Tis  but  one  fhort,  one  mining  Hour, 
Bright  and  declining  as  a  fettir>g  Sun. 
See  the  white  Minutes  wing'd  wirh  hafte 5 
The  NOW  that  files  may  be  the  laft ; 
Seize  the  Salvation  e'er  'tis  pall, 

Nor  mourn  the  BlemYig  gone  : 
A  Thought's  Delay  is  Ruin  here, 
A  cloiing  Eye,  a  gafping  Breath 
Shuts  up  the  golden  Scene  in  Death, 

And  drowns  you  in  Defpair. 

T  O 

IVILLIAM  BLACKBOURN,  E% 

Cafvnir.  Lib.  II.  Od.  2.  imitated. 

Qu.e  tegit  cartas  modi  Bruma  va!!csy  &c- 

I. 

MARK  how  it  fnows  I  how  fad  the  Valley  fills  f 
And  the  fweet  Groves  the  hoary  Garment  wear ; 
Vet  the  warm  Sun- beams  bounding  from  the  Hills 
Shall  melt  the  Vale  away,  and  the  young  Green  appear. 

II.  But 
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IL 

But  when  old  Age  has  on  your  Temples  fhed 
Her  Silver-Froft,  there's  no  returning  Sun ; 
Swift  flies  our  Autumn,  fwift  our  Summer's  fled, 
When  Youth,  and  Love,  and  Spring,   and  golden  Joys 
are  gone. 

in. 

Then  Cold,  and  Winter,  and  your  aged  Snow 
Stick  fail  upon  you  ;  not  the  rich  Array, 
Not  the  green  Garland,  nor  the  rofy  Bough 
Shall  cancel  or  conceal  the  melancholy  Grey. 

IV.  * 
The  Chafe  of  Pleafures  is  not  worth  the  Pains, 
While  the  bright  Sands  of  Health  run  wafting  down.4 
And  Honour  calls  you  from  the  fofter  Scenes, 
To  fell  the  gaudy  Hour  for  Ages  of  Renown. 

V. 

*Tis  but  one  Youth,  and  fhort,  that  Mortals  have, 
And  one  old  Age  diflblves  our  feeble  Frame  ; 
But  there's  a  heavenly  Art  t'elude  the  Grave, 
And  with  the  Hero-Race  Immortal  Kindred  claim. 

VI. 

The  Man  that  has  his  Country's  facred  Tears 
Bedewing  his  cold  Hearfe,  has  hVd  his  Day  : 
Thus,  BLACKBOURN,  we  mould  leave  our  Names 

our  Heirs ; 
Old  Time  and  waning  Moons  fvveep  all  the  reft  away. 

$>© 

True 
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True  Monarchy. 


1 701: 


THE  rifing  Year  beheld  th'  imperious  Gaul 
Stretch  his  Dominion,  while  a  hundred  Town* 
Crouch'd  to  the  Victor ;  but  a  fteady  Soul. 
Stands  firm  on  its  own  Bafe,  and  reigns  as  wide, 
As  abfolute  ;  and  fways  ten  thoufand  Slaves, 
Lulls  and  wild  Fancies  with  a  fovereign  Hand. 

We  are  a  little  Kingdom ;  but  the  Man 
That  chains  his  Rebel-Will  to  Reafon's  Throne, 
Forms  it  a  large  one,  whilfl  his  Royal  Mind 
Makes  Heaven  its  Council,  from  the  Rolls  above 
Draws  his  own  Statutes,  and  with  Joy  obeys. 

"Tis  not  a  Troop  of  well-appointed  Guards 
Create  a  Monarch,  not  a  purple  Robe 
DyM  in  the  People's  Blood ;  not  all  the  Crowns 
Or  dazzling  Tiars  that  bend  about  the  Head, 
Tho'  gilt  with  Sun- beams  and  fet  r^    .  J  with  Stars. 
A  Monarch  He  that  conquers  ail  his  Fears, 
And  treads  upon  them;  when  he  flands  alone, 
Makes  his  own  Camp  ;  four  Guardian  Virtues  wait 
His  nightly  Slumbers,   and  fecure  his  Dreams. 
Now  dawns  the  Light  ;  he  ranges  al!  his  Thought? 
In  fquare  Battalions,  bold  to  meet  trf  Attacks 
Of  Time  and  Chance,  himfelf  a  num'rous  Hoil, 
All  Eye,  all  Ear,  all  wakeful  as  the  Day, 
Firm  as  a  Rock,  and  moveiefc  as  theyCentie. 
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In  vain  the  Harlot,  Pleafure,  fpreads  her  Charms, 
To  lull  his  Thoughts  in  Luxury's  fair  Lap, 
To  fenfual  Ea^,  (the  Bane  of  little  Kings,  . 
Monarchs  wnofe  waxen  Images  of  Souls 
Are  moulded  into  fofinefs)  Hill  his  Mind 
Wears  its  own  Shape,  nor  can  the  heavenly  Form 
Scoop  to  be  modeird  by  the  wild  Decrees 
Of  the  mad  Vulgar,  that-unthinking  Herd. 

He  lives  above  the  Crowd,  nor  hears  the  Noife 
Of  Wars  and  Triumphs,  nor  regards  the  Shduts 
Of  popular  Applaufe,  that  empty  Sound  ; 
Nor  feels  the  flying  Arrows  of  Reproach, 
Or  Spite  or  Envy.     In  him  felf  fecure, 
Wiidom  his  Tower;  and  Conicience  is  his  Shield, 
His  Peace  all  inward,  and  his  joys  his  own. 

Now  my  Ambition  fwells,  my  Wilhes  foary 
This  be  my  Kingdom  ;  fit  above  the  Globe 
My  rifing  Soul,  and  drefs  thy  felf  around 
And  mine  in  Virtue's  Armour ;  climb  the  Height 
OT  Wifdom's  lofty  Caille,  there  refide 
Safe  from  the  fmiiing  and  the  frowning  World. 

Yet  once  a  Day  drop  down  a  gentle  Look 
On  the  great  Mole-hill,  and  with  pitying  Eye 
Survey  the  bufy  Emmets  round  the  Heap, 
Groudin-g  and  buflling  in  a  thoufand  Forms 
Of  Strife  and  Toil,  to  purchafe  Wealth  and  Fame, 
A  Bubble  or  a  Duft  :  Then  call  thy  Thoughts 
Up  to  thy  felf  to  feed  on  Joys  unknown, 
Rich  without  Gold,  and  Great  without  Renown. 


Trui 
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True  Courage. 

HONOUR  demands  my  Song.     Forget  the  Ground, 
My  generous  Mufe,  and  fit  amongft  the  Stars ! 
There  fing  the  Soul,  that,  confeious  of  her  Birth, 
Lives  like  a  Native  of  the  vital  World, 
Amongft  thefe  dying  Clods,  and  bears  her  State 
juft  to  herfelf :  how  nobly  fhe  maintains 
Her  Character,  fuperior  to  the  Flefh, 
She  wields  her  Paffions  like  her  Limbs,  and  knows 
The  brutal  Powers  were  only  born  t'obey. 

This  is  the  Man  whom  Storms  could  never  make 
Meanly  complain  ;  nor  can  a  flattering  Gale 
Make  him  talk  proudly  :  He  hath  no  Defiie 
To  read  his  fecret  Fate ;  yet  unconcern'd 
And  calm  could  meet  his  unborn  Deftky, 
In  all  its  charming,  or  its  frightful  Shapes. 

He  that  unfhrinking,  and  without  a  Groan, 
Bears  the  firft  Wound,  may  finifh  all  the  War 
With  meer  courageous  Silence,  and  come  off 
Conqueror:    For  the  Man  that  well  conceals 
The  heavy  Strokes  of  Fate,  he  bears  'em  well. 

He,  tho'  th'  Atlantic  and  the  Midland  Sea* 
With  adverfe  Surges  meet,  and  rife  on  high 
Sufpended  'twixt  the  Winds,  then  rulh  amain 


Mingled 


\ 
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Mingled  with  Flames,  upon  his  fingle  Head, 

And  Clouds,-  and  Stars,  and  Thunder,  firm  he  ftands, 

Secure  of  his  bed  Life ;  unhurt,  unmov'd  q 

And  drops  his  lower  Nature,  born  for  Death. 

Then  from  the  lofty  Caflle  of  his  Mind 

Sublime  looks  down,  exulting,  and  furveys 

The  Ruins  of  Creation  ;  (Souls  alone 

Are  Heirs  of  dying  Worlds  ;J  a  piercing  Glance 

Shoots  upwards  from  between  h>s  clofing  Lids. 

To  reach  his  Birth-place,  and  without  a  Sigh 

He  bids  his  batter'd  Fleih  lie  gently  down 

Amongft  its  native  Rubbiih  ;  whilft  the  Spirit 

Breathes  and  flies  upward,  an  undoubted  Gueft 

Of  the  third  Heaven,  th*  unruinablc  Sky. 

Thither,  when  Fate  has  brought  our  willing  Souls, 
No  matter  whether  'twas  a  iharp  Difeafe, 
Or  a  Iharp  Sword  that  help'd  the  Travellers  on, 
And  puflVd  us  to  our  Home.     Bear  up,  my  Friend, 
Serenely,  and  break  thro'  the  ftormy  Brine 
With  fteddy  Prow ;  know,  we  fhall  once  arrive 
At  the  fair  Haven  of  eternal  Blifs, 
To  which  we  ever  fleer  ;  whether  as  Kings 
Of  wide  Command  we've  fpread  the  fpacious  Sea 
With  a  broad  painted  Fleet,  or  row'd  along 
In  a  thin  Cock-boat  with  a  little  Oar. 

There  let  my  native  Plank  Ihift  me  to  Land 
And  I'll  be  happy  :  Thus  I'll  leap  afhore 
Joyful  and  fearlefs  on  th'  Immortal  Coaft, 
Since  all  I  leave  is  mortal,  and  it  mult  be  loft. 


To 
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To  the  much  Honoured 

Mr.    r  HO  MAS    ROWE, 

The  Director  of  my  Youthful  Studies. 

Free  Philofophy. 

I. 

CUSTOM,  that  Tyrannefs  of  Fools, 
That  leads  the  Learned  round  the  Schools, 
In  Magic  Chains  of  Forms  and  Rules ! 

My  Genius  florms  her  Throne  : 
No  more,  ye  Slaves,  with  Awe  profound 
Beat  the  dull  Track;  nor  dance  the  Round; 
Loofe  Hands,  and  qui;  th1  inchanted  Ground  : 
Knowledge  invites  us  each  alone, 

II. 

I  hate  thefe  Shackles  of  the  Mind 

Forg'd  by  the  haughty  Wife  ; 
Souls  were  not  born  to  be  confin'd, 
And  led,  like  Sawpfon,  blind  and  bound  ; 
But  when  his  native  Strength  he  found 

He  well  aveng'd  his  Eyes. 
I  love  thy  gentle  Influence,  RO  WEt 
Thy  gentle  Influence  like  the  Sun, 
Only  diiloives  the  frozen  Snow, 
Then  bids  our  Thoughts  like  Rivers  flow, 
And  chufe  the  Channels  where  they  run. 

III.  Thought 
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III. 

Thoughts  mould  be  free  as  Fire  or  Wind  ; 
The  Pinions  of-a  fiRgle  Mind 

Will  thro'  all  Nature  fly  : 
But  who  can  <drag  up  to  the  Poles 
Long  fetter'd  Ranks  of  Leaden  Souls  ? 
A  Genius  which  no  Chain  controuls 
Roves  with  Delight,  or  deep,  or  high  : 
Swift  I  furvey  the  Globe  around, 
Dive  to  the  Centre  thro1  the  folid  Ground, 

Or  travel  o'er  the  Sky. 


To  the  Reverend 

Mr.    B  ENON I    HOWE. 

Tie  Way  of  the  Multitude. 

I. 

DO  WE,  if  we  make  the  Crowd  our  Guide 
■*  *     Thro'  Life's  uncertain  Road, 
Mean  is  the  Chafe ;  and  wandering  wide 

We  mifs  th'  immortal  Good  : 
Yet  if  my  Thoughts  could  be  connVd 
To  follow  any  Leader-Mind, 
I'd  mark  thy  Steps,  and  tread  the  fame : 
Dreft  in  thy  Notions  I'd  appear 
Not  like  a  Soul  of  mortal  Frame, 

J^or  with  a  vulgar  Air. 

II  Men 


Sacred  /^Virtue,  &c.  173 

ir. 

Men  live  at  random  and  by  Chance, 

Bright  Reafon  never  leads  the  Dance  ; 
Whilfr.  in  the  broad  and  beaten  Way 

O'er  Dales  and  Hills  from  Truth  we  ftray, 
To  Ruin  we  defcend,  to  Ruin  we  advance. 

Wifdom  retires ;  fhe  hates  the  Crowd, 
And  with  a  decent  Scorn 
Aloof  fhe  climbs  her  fteepy  Seat, 
Where  nor  the  grave  nor  giddy  Feet, 
Of  the  learn'd  Vulgar  or  the  Rude, 

Have  e'er  a  Pafiage  worn. 

III. 
Meer  Hazard  firft  began  the  Track, 
Where  Cuftom  leads  ner  Thoufands  blind 

In  willing  Chains  and  flrong  ; 
There's  fcarce  one  bold,  one  noble  Mind, 
Dares  tread  the  fatal  Error  back  ; 
But  Hand  in  Hand  our  felves  we  bind 

And  drag  the  Age  along. 

IV. 
Mortals,  a  favage  Herd,  and  loud 
As  Billows  on  a  noily  Flood 

In  rapid  Order  roll  : 
E  -  mple  makes  the  Mifchief  good  : 
With  jocund  Heel  we  beat  the  Road, 

bcalfulof  the  Goal. 
Me  let  *  Ithurlel\  friendly  Wing 
Snatch  from  che  Cro»sd,  and  bearfublime 

•  Ithuricl  rj  the  Name  of  an  Angel  in  Milton's  Paradife  Loft, 

K  To 
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To  WifdoirTs  lofty  Tower,  ^ 
Thence  to  furvey  that  wretched  Thing, 
Mankind  ;  and  in  exalted  Rhime 

Blefs  the  delivering  Power. 


To  the  Reverend 

Mr.   JOHN    HOWE. 

GREAT  Man,  permit  the  Mufe  to  climb 
And  feat  her  at  thy  Feet, 
Bid  her  attempt  a  Thought  fublime, 

And  confecrate  her  Wit. 
I  feel,  I  feel  th'  attractive  Force 

Of  thy  fuperior  Soul  : 
My  Chariot  flies  her  upward  Courfe, 

The  Wheels  divinely  roll. 
Now  let  me  chide  the  mean  Affairs 

And  mighty  Toil  of  Men  : 
How  they  grow  grey  in  trifling  Cares, 
Or  wafte  the  Motions  of  the  Spheres 

Upon  Delights  as  vain  ! 

II. 
A  Puff  of  Honour  fills  the  Mind, 
And  yellow  Dull  is  folid  Good  ; 
Thus  like  the  Afs  of  favage  Kind, 
We  fnuff  the  Breezes  of  the  Wind, 

Or  ileal  the  Serpent's  Food. 

Could 
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Could  all  the  Choirs 
That  charm  the  Poles 
But  ftrike  one  doleful  Sound, 
!T\vould  be  employ'd  to  mourn  our  Souls, 
Souls  that  were  frarr/d  of  fprightly  Fires 

In  Floods  of  Folly  drown'd. 
Souls  made  of  Glory  feek  a  Brutal  Joy ; 

How  they  difclaim  their  heavenly  Birth, 
Melt  their  bright  Subflance  down  with  drofly  Earth# 
And  hate  to  be  reiin'd  from  that  impure  Alloy. 

in. 

Oft  has  thy  Genius  rous'd  us  hence 

With  elevated  Song, 
Bid  us  renounce  this  World  of  Senfe, 
Bid  us  divide  th'  Immortal  Prize 

With  the  Seraphic  Throng  : 
"  Knowledge  and  Love  makes  Spirits  bleft, 
"  Knowledge  their  Food,   and  Love  their  Reft ; 
But  Flefh,  th'  unmanageable  Bead, 
Refifts  the  Pity  of  thine  Eyes, 

And  Mufic  of  thy  Tongue. 
Then  let  the  Worms  of  groveling  Mind 
Round  the  fhort  Joys  of  earthy  Kind 

In  reliefs  Windings  roam  ; 
HOWE  hath  an  ample  Orb  of  Soul, 
Where  mining  Worlds  of  Knowledge  roll, 
Where  Love  the  Centre  and  the  Pole 

Compleats  the  Heaven  at  home. 


K  2  TU 
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<lfe>    X>     ^     c¥>    s&    t^< 


Q^i>  3E  Q©  <M$  3&  ^s  IMS  ^e  o!o>  3G»  £|6  J# 

STfo  Difappointment  and  Relief.     . 

I, 

VE  R  T  U  E,  permit  my  Fancy  to  impofe 
Upon  my  better  PovvVs  : 
She  calls  f  veet  Fallacies  on  half  our  Woes, 

And  gilds  the  gloomy  Hours. 
How  could  we  bear  this  tedious  Round 
Of  waning  Moons,  and  rolling  Years, 
Of  flaming  Hopes,  and  chilling  Fears, 
If  (where  no  fovereign  Cure  appears) 
No  Opiates  could  be  found. 
II. 
Love,    the  moft  cordial  Stream   that  flows, 
Is  a  deceitful  Good  : 
Young  Doris  who  nor  Guilt  nor  Danger  knows, 

On  the  green  Margin  flood, 
Pleased  with  the  golden  Bubbles  as  they  rofe, 
And  with  more  golden  Sands  her  Fancy  pav'd  the  Flood 
Then  fond  to  be  entirely  blefl, 
And  tempted  by  a  faithlefs  Youth, 
As  void  of  Goodnefs  as  of  Truth, 
She  plunges  in  with  heedlefs  Halle, 

And  rears  the  nether  Mud  : 
Darknefs  and  naufeous  Dregs  anfe 
O'er  thy  fair  Current,  Love,  with  large  Supplies 
Of  Pain  to  teize  the  Heart,  and  Sorrow  for  the  Ryes. 
The  golden  Blifs  that  charmed  her  Sight 
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Is  dafrYd,  and  drown'd,   and  loft  : 
A  Spark,  or  glimmering  Streak  at  moft, 
Shines  here  and  there,  amidft  the  Night, 
Amidft  the  turbid  Waves,  and  gives  a  faint  Delight. 

III. 
Recovered  from  the  fad  Surprize, 

Doris  awakes  at  laft, 
Grown  by  the  Difappointment  wife  ; 
And  manages  with  Art  th'  unlucky  Caft ; 
When  the  lowring  Frown  flie  fpies 
On  her  hau^htv  Tyrant's  Brow, 
With  humble  Love  (he  meets  his  wrathful  Eyes, 

And  makes  her  Sovereign  Beauty  bow; 
Chearful  flie  fmiles  upon  her  grizly  Form  ; 
So  mines  the  fetting  Sun  on   adverfe  Skies, 

And  paints  a  Rainbow  on  the  Storm. 
Anon  flie  lets  the  fullen  Humour  fpend, 
And  with  a  vertuous  Book,   or  Friend, 

Begui'es  th'  uneafy  Hours  : 
Well-colouring  every  Crofs  flie  meets, 
With  Heart  ferene  lhe  fleeps  and  eats, 
She  fpreads  her  Board  with  fancy'd  Sweets, 
Anditrovvs  her  Bed  with  Flow'rs. 

«0$K*  **i&>  «Oi$0*  «>§?*>  4£§fr  «§3C»  4)v§5»  €0^ 

7  be  Hero's  School  of  Morality. 

I. 

TH  E  RO  N,  amongft  his  Travels,  found, 
A  oroken    btatuc  on  the  Ground  ; 
ching  onward,   as  he  went 
He  trac'd  a  ruind  lvionument. 

K  3  Mould, 
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Mould,  Mofs,  and  Shades  had  overgrown 
The  Sculpture  of  the  crumbling  Stone, 
Yet,  e'er  he  part,  with  much  ado, 
Heguefs'd,  and/peli'd  out,  Sci-pi-o. 


<« 


u 


Enough,  he  cry'd  ;  V\\  drudge  no  more 

In  turning  the  dull  Stoics  o'er  : 

Let  Pedants  wafte  their  Hours  of  Eafe 

To  fweat  all  Night  at  Socrates  ; 

And  feed  their  Boys  with  Notes  and  Rules, 
"  Thole  tedious  Recip2\oi  Schools, 
44  To  cure  Ambition  :  I  can  learn 
44  With  greater  Eafe  the  great  Concern 
44  Of  Mortals;  how  we  may  de(p\{Q 
*  All  the  gay  Things  below  the  Skies. 

"  Methinks  a  mculdring  Pyramid 
0  Says  all  that  the  old  Sages 'faid  ; 
14  For  me  thefe  fhatter'd  Tombs  contain 
•4  More  Morals  than  the  Vatican. 
44  The  Dull:  of  Heroes  call  abroad, 
44  And  kick'd,  and  trampled  in  the  Road, 
44  The  Relicks  of  a  lofty  Mind, 
"  That  lately  Wars  and  Crowns  defign'd, 
44  Toft  for  a  Jeft  from  Wind  to   Wind, 
44  Bid  me  be  humble,  and  forbear 
44  Tall  Monuments  of  Fame  to  rear, 
♦'  They  are  but  Caftles  in  the  Air 
u  The  tow'ring  Heights,  and  frightful  Falls, 
44  The  ruin'd  Heaps  and  Funerals, 
«f  Of  fmoaking  Kingdoms  and  their  Kings, 
44  Tell  me  a  thoufand  mournful  Things 


In 
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"  In  melancholy  Silence 


-He 


} 


cc  That  living  could  not  bear  to  fee 

u  An  Equal,  now  lies  torn  and  dead  ; 

"  Here  his  pale  Trunk,    and  there  his  Head  ; 

u  Great  Pom+ej  !  while  I  meditate, 

'«  With  folenin  Horror,  thy  fad  Fate, 

"  Thy  Carcafs,  fcatter'd  on  the  Shore 

"  Without  a  Name,  initrucls   no  more 

u  Than  my  whole  Library  before. 

"  Lie  fill!,  my  Plutarch,  then,  and  fleep, 
"  And  my  good  Seneca  may  keep 
u  Your  Volumes  clos'd  for  ever  too, 
u  I  have  no  further  Ufe  for  you : 
"  For  when  I  feel  my  Virtue  fail, 
"  Aid  my  ambitious  Thoughts  prevail, 
"  I'll  take  a  Turn  amon^the  Tombs, 
u  And  fee  whereto  all  Glory  comes : 
"  There  the  vile  Foot  of  every  Clown 
"  Tramples  the  Sons  of  Honour  down. 
u  Beggars  with  awful  Allies  fport, 
"  And  tread  the  C&fars  in  the  Dirt. 

Freedom. 

1697. 

I. 

1 

TE  M  P  T  me  no  more.  My  Soul  can  ne'er  comport 
With  the  gay  Slaveries  of  a  Court : 
Tve  an  Averfion  to  thole  Charms, 
And  hug  dear  Liberty  in  both  mine  Arms. 

K  4  Co, 
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Go,  VafTal-Souls,   go,    cringe  and  wait, 
And  dance  Attendance  at  Hcnorio\  Gate, 
Then  run  in  Troops  before  him  to  compofe  his  State; 
Move  as  he  moves  :  and  when  he  loiters,  ft  and  ; 
You're  but  the  Shadows  of  a  Man. 
Bend  when  he  fpeaks  ;  and  kifs  the  Ground  : 
Go,  catch  th'  Impertinence  of  Sound  : 
Adore  the  Follies  of  the  Great  ; 
Wait  till  he  (miles  :  But  lo,  the  Idol  frown'd 
And  drove  them  to  their  Fate. 
II. 
Thus  bafe-born  Minds  :  but  as  for  Me, 

I  can  and  will  be  £igq  : 
JLike  a  ftrong  Mountain,  or  fome  (lately  Tree, 

My  Soul  grows  firm  upright, 
And  as  I  (land,  and  as  I  go, 
It  keeps  my  Body  fo  ; 

No,  I  can  never  part  with  my  Creation  Right. 
Let  Slaves  and  AfTes  (loop  and  bow, 
"I  cannot  make  this  Iron  Knee 
Bend  to  a  meaner  Power  than  that  which  formed  it  free. 

III. 
Thus  my  bold  Harp  profufely  play'd 
Pindar i cat;  then  on  a  branchy  Shade 
I  hung  my  Harp  aloft,  my  felf  beneath  it  laid. 

Nature  that  liflen'd  to  my  Strain, 
Refum'd  the  Theme,  and  a&ed  it  again. 
Sudden  rofe  a  whirling  Wind 
Swelling  like  Honorio  proud, 
Around  the  Straws  and  Feathers  crowd, 
Types  of  a  (lavifh  Mind  j 


Upwards 
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Upwards  the  ftormy  Forces  rife, 

The  Duft  flies  up  and  climbs  the  Skies, 
And  as  the  Tempeft  fell  th'  obedient  Vapours  funk : 
Again  it  roars  with  bellowing  Sound, 

The  meaner  Plants  that  grew  aronnd, 
The  Willow,  and  the  Afp,  trembled  and  kifs'd  theGround  : 

Hard  by  flood  the  Iron  Trunk 
Of  an  old  Oak,   and  all  the  Storm  defy'd  ; 

In  vain  the  Winds  their  Forces  try'd, 

In  vain  they  roafd  ;  the   Iron  Oak 
Bow'd  only  to  the  heavenly  Thunder's  Stroke. 

-jw,         oiw,         ~*v>         -*ir»         m+         -*%,        ^|W,         ^Ir,         ^Wt 

cJLs    cJ'o    tJ^>    c^'o    U'j>    U'^    c^*o    Ol*>    cO 

On  Mr.  LOCK  E'j  Annotations  upon  fever  al 
Parts  of  the  New  Testament,  left  be- 
hind lira  at  bis  Death. 

I. 

•-?"*  HUS  Reafon  learns  by  flow  Degrees, 
J.        What  Faith  reveals ;  but  ftill  complain; 
Of  Intellectual  Pains, 
AndDarkntfs  from  the  too  exuberant  Light 
The  Blaze  of  thofe  bright  Mvfteries 
PourM  all  at  once  on  Nature's  E\  i 
J  and  cloud  her  feeble  Sight. 
IJ. 
Reafon  could  fcarce  faftain  to  fee 
Th'  Almighy  One,  ttf  Eternal  Three* 
Or  bear  the  Infant  Dcizy  ; 

K  S  Scare* 
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Scarce  could  her  Pride  defcend  to  own 

Her  Maker  Hooping  from  his  Throne, 

And  dreftin  Glories fo  unknown. 

A  ranfornd  World,  a  bleeding  God, 

And  Heav'n  appeas'd  with  flowing  Blood, 
Were  Themes  too  painful  to  be  underftood. 

III. 

Faith,  thou  bright  Cherub,  fpeak,  and  fay 

Did  ever  Mind  of  mortal  Race 

Coft  thee  more  Toil,   or  larger  Grace, 

To  melt  and  bend  it  to  obey, 
Twas  hard  to  make  fo  rich  a  Soul  Submit, 
And  lay  her  mining  Honours  at  thy  fovereign  Feet. 

IV. 

Siller  of  Faith,  fair  Charity; 

Shew  me  the  wondrous  Man  on  high, 

Tell  how  he  fees  the  Godhead  Three  in  On* ; 

The  bright  Conviction  fills  his  Eye, 
His  nobleft  Powers  in  deep  Probation  lie 
At  the  myfterious  Throne. 

"  Forgive,  he  cries,  ye  Saints  below, 

^  The  wavVing  and  the  cold  Aflent 

"  I  gave  to  Themes  divinely  true  ; 

"  Can  you  admit  the  Bleffed  to  repent  ? 

"  Eternal  Darknefs  vail  the  Lines 
"  Of  that  unhappy  Book, 
•*  Where  glimmering  Reafon  with  falfe  Lufire  mines, 

"  Where  the  meer  Mortal  Pen  miftook 
"  What  the  Celeitial  meant ! 


See  Mr.  Locke*!  Armttatifin  on  Rom.    iii.  25.   and  Parapbrsfe  on 
Rc:u.  ix.  5.  ivbiib  has  jndined  feme    Readers  to  doubt  whether    he  bt- 

Jieved 
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lieved the  Diity  and  Satisfaction  of  Christ,  Therefore  in  the  fourth 
Sranz*  /  invoke  Charity,  that  by  ber  Help  I  may  find  Inn  out  in  Hea~ 
i>cn,  fince  bis  Notes  on  2  Cor.  v.  ult.  attdfime  other  Flaus,  five  me 
rtaf  on  to  believe  be  was  no  S- err  n,  tbo'*  be  has  darkened  the  G  ry  of 
the'  Go/pel,  and  debafed  Cbriftianity,  in  tbe  Book  ivbicb  be  calls  the 
Reaionablenefs  of  it,  and  in  f  me  of  bis  other  Works. 


True  Riches. 


I  A  M  not  concerned  to  know 
What  To-morrow  Fate  will  do  ; 
'Tis  enough  that  I  can  fay, 
I've  poiTeit.  my  felf  To-day  : 
Then  if  haply  Midnight-Death 
Seize  my  Flefh,  and  flop  my  Breath, 
Yet  To-morrow  1  mall  be 
Heir  to  the  bed  Part  of  Me. 

Glittering  Stones,  and  Golden  Things, 
Wealth  and  Honours  that  have  Wings, 
Ever  fluttering  to  be  gone 
I  could  never  call  my  own  : 
Riches  that  the  World  beftows, 
She  can  take,    and  I  can  lofe  ; 
But  the  Treafures  that  are  mine 
Lie  afar  beyond  her  Line. 

mi  I  view  my  ipecious  Soul, 
And  furvey  myfelf  avvhole, 
And  enjoy  my  felf  alone, 
I'm  a  Kingdom  of  my  owjsu 
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I've  a  mighty  Part  within 
That  the  World  hath  never  feen, 
Rich  as  Eden" i  hoppy  Ground, 
And  with  choicer  Plenty  crown'd. 
Here  on  all  the  mining  Boughs 
Knowledge  fair  and  ufelefs  grows  ; 
On  ihe  fame  young  flow'ry  Tree 
All  the  Seafons  you  may  fee  ; 
Notions  in  the  Bloom  of  Light, 
Juft  difclofmg  to  the  Sight  ; 
Here    are   Thoughts  of  larger  Growth, 
Rip'ning  into  folid  Truth  ; 
Fruits  refirfd,  of  noble  Tafte  ; 
Seraphs  feed  on  fuch  Repaft. 
Here  in  a  green  and  fhady  Grove, 
Streams  of  Pleafure  mix  with  Love : 
There  beneath  the  fouling  Skies 
Hills  of  Contemplation  rife  ; 
Now  upon  fome  mining  Top 
Angels  light,   and  call  me  up  ; 
I  rejoice  to  raife  my  Feet, 
Both  rejoice  when  there  we  meet. 

There  are  endlefs  Beauties  more 
Earth  hath  no  Refemblance  for ; 
Nothing  like  them  round  the  Pole, 
Nothing  can  defcribe  the  Soul  ; 
Tis  a  Region  half  unknown, 
That  has  Treafures  of  its  Wig 
More  remote  from  publick  View 
Than  the  Bowels  of  Peru  ; 

Broader 
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Broader  'tis,  and  brighter  far, 
Than  the  Golden  Indies  are ; 
Ships  that  trace  the  watry  Stage 
Cannot  coaft  it  in  an  Age  ; 
Harts,    brHorfes,  itrong  and  fleet, 
Had  they  Wings  to  help  their  Feet, 
Could  not  run  it  half  way  o'er 
Jn  ten  ihoufand  Days  and  more. 

Yet  the  filly  wandring  Mind; 
Loth  to  be  coo  much  confined, 
Roves  and  cakes  her  daily  Tours, 
Coafting  round  t  j\\  S.iores, 

Shores  of  Flefh  and  Seiife, 
Picking  Shells  and  Pebbles  thence  : 
Or  ihe  (its  at  s  Door, 

Calling  Shapes  and  Shadows  to  her, 
Foreign  Vifits  ftill  receiving, 
And  t'  her  feif  a  Stranger  living. 
Never,  never  would  me  buy 

in  Duit,  or  TyrumDyt, 
Never  trade  abroad  for  more, 
If  Ihe  faw  her  native  Store, 
If  her  inward  Worth  were  known 
She  might  ever  live  alone. 

The  Adventurous  Mufc. 


u 


1. 

RAN  1  A  takes  her  Morning  Flight 
h  an  inimitable  Wing  : 


Thro' 
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Thro*  rifing  Deluges  of  dawnng  Light 

She  cleaves  her  wondrous  Way, 
She  tunes  i  in  mortal  Anthems  to  the  growing  Day  ; 
Nor  *  Rapin  gives  her  Rules  to  fly,  nor  f   Purcell  Notes 
to  fing. 

If 

She  nor  inquires,  nor  knows,  nor  fears 
Where  lie  the  pointed  Rocks,  or  where  th'ingulphingSand* 
Climbing  the  liquid  Mountains  of  the  okies 
She  meets  defcendin^  Angels  as  fhe  flies, 

Nor  afks  them  where  their  Country  lies, 
Or  where  the  Sea-marks  Hand. 

Touched  with  an  Empyreal  Ray 
She  fprkigs,  unerring,  upward  to  eternal  Day, 

Spreads  her  white  Sails  aloft,  and   fleers, 
Witji  bold  ana  fafe  Attempt,  to  the  Celeilial  Land. 

III. 
Whilft  little  Skiffs  along  the  mortal  Shores 

With  humble  Toit  in  Order  creep, 
Coailing  in  fight  of  one  another's  Oars, 

Nor  venture  thro'  the  boundlefs  Deep. 

Such  low  pretending  Souls  are  they 
Who  dwell  incios'd  in  folia  Orbs  of  Skull  ; 

Plodding  along  their  iober  Way, 
The  Snail  o'ertakes  them  in  their  wildeft  Play, 
While  the  poor  Labourers  fweat  to  be  correctly  dull. 

IV. 
Give  me  the  Chariot  whofe  diviner  Wheels 

Mark  their  own  Rout,  and  unconfuVd 

Bound  o'er  the  everl ailing  Hills, 
And  lofe  the  Clouds  below, and  leave  the  Stars  behind. 

Give  me  the  Mufe  whofe  generous  Force, 

•  A  French  Cnthk.  f    An  En^lilh  Majler  of  Mufic. 

Impatient 
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Impatient  of  the  Reins, 

Purfues  an  unattempted  Courfe, 
Breaks  all  Lhe  Criticks  Iron  Chains, 

And  bears  to  Paradife  the  raptur'd  mind. 

V. 

There  Milton  dwells  :  The  Mortal  fang 

Themes  not  prefum'd  my  mortal  Tongue  ; 

New  Terrors,   or  new  Glories,  fhine 
In  every  Page,  and  flying  Scenes  Divine 
Surprize  the  wond'ring  Senfe,  and  draw  our  Souls  along. 

Behold  h:s  Mufe  fen    oiit  V  explore 
The  unapparent  Deep  where  Waves  of  Chaos  roar, 

And  Realms  of  Night  unknown  before. 

She  trae'd  a  glorious  Path  unknown, 
Thro'  Fields  of  heavenly  War,  and  Seraphs  overthrown* 

Where  his  advent'rous  Genius  led  : 
Sovereign  (he  fram'd  a  Model  of  her  own, 

Nor  thank'd  the  Living  nor  the  Dead. 
The  noble  Hater  of  degenerate  Rhime 
Shook  off  the  Chains,  and  built  his  Verfe  fublime, 
A  Monument  too  high  for  coupled  Sounds  to  climb. 

He  mounTd  the  Garden  loft  below ; 
(Earth  is  the  Scene  for  tuneful  Woe) 

Now  Blifs  beats  high  in  all  his  Veins, 

Now  the  loft  Eden  he  regains, 
Keeps  his  own  Air,  and  triumphs  in  unrivaPd  Strains. 

VI. 
Immortal  Bard  !  Thus  thy  own  Raphael  fings, 

And  knows  no  Rule    but  native  Fire  : 
All  Heav'n  fitsfilent,  while  to  his  fovereign  Strings 

He  talks  unutterable  Things  ; 

With 
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With  graces  infinite  his  untaught  Fingers  rove 
Acrofs  the  golden  Lyre  : 
From  every  Note  Devotion  fprings. 
Raptjre    and  Harmony,    and  Love, 
O  erfpread  the  liftVning  Choir. 

T  O 

Mr.  NICHOLAS  CLARK. 

The   Complaint. 


)Tp  WAS   in  a  Vale  where  Cfiers  grow 

JL  By  muirnVing  Streams  we  told  our  Woe, 

And  mingled  all  our  Cares  : 
Friendship  fat  pleas'd  in  both  our  Eyes, 
In  both  the  weeping  Dews  arife, 
And  drop  alternate  Tears. 

II. 
The  vigorous  Monarch  of  the  Day 
hew  mounting  half  his  Morning  Way 

Shone  with  a  fainter  Bright  ; 
Still  fickning,   and  decaying  frill, 
ily  he  wandered  up  the  Hill, 
With  his  expiring  Light. 
III. 
In  dark  Eclipfe  hi?  Chariot  roll'd, 
The  Queen  of  Night  obicur  d  his  Gold 
Behind  her  fable  Wheels  ; 

Nature 


Sacred  to  Virtu  e,  &c.  i  Sp 

Nature  grew  fad  to  lofe  the  Day, 
The  flowVy  Vakb  in  Mourning  lay, 

In  Mourning  flood  the  Hills. 
IV. 
Such  are  our  Sorrows,  CLARK,  I  cry'd, 
Clouds  of  the  Brain  grow  black,  and  hide 

Our  darkened  Souls  behind  ; 
In  the  youn^  Morning  of  our  Years 
Diitempering  Fogs  have  climb'd  the  Sphere, 

And  choke  the  labYing  Mind. 
V. 
Lo,  the  gay  Planet  rears  his  Plead, 
And  overlooks  the  lofty  Shade, 

New^brighfning  all  the  Skies  : 
But  fay,  dear  Partner  of  my  Moan, 
When  will  our  long  Eclipfe  be  gone, 

Or  when  our  Suns  arife  ? 
VI. 
In  vain  are  potent  Herbs  apply*d, 
Harmonious  Sounds  in  vain  have  try'd 

To  make  the  Darknefs  fly  : 
But  Drugs  would  raifethe  Dead  asfoon. 
Or  clatt'ring  Erafs  relieve  the  Moon, 

When  fainting  in  the  Sky. 
VII. 
Some  friendly  Spirit  from  above, 
Born  of  the  Light,  and  nurd  with  Love, 

Afiitloar  feebler  Tires  ; 
Force  thefe  invading  Glooms  away  ; 
Souls  fliould  be  feen  quite  thro' their  Clay, 

Bright  a   your  beaVnly  Choirs. 

I  [II.  But 
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VIII. 
But  if  the  Fogs  muft  damp  the  Flame, 
Gently,  kind  Death,  Diiiblve  our  Frame, 

Releafe  the  Prifoner  Mind  : 
Oar  Souls  fliafl  mount,   at  thy  Difcharge, 
To  their  bright  Source,  and  ihine  at  large 
Nor  clouded,  nor  confin'd. 

l'be  /Iffliftions  of  a  Friend. 

1702. 
I. 

NO  W  let  my  Cares  all  bury'd  lie, 
My  Griefs  for  ever  dumb  : 
Your  forrov/s  fv/ell  my  Heart  fo  high, 
They  leave  my  own  no  room. 

II. 
Sicknefs  and  Pains  are  quite  forgot, 

The  spleen  it  fclf  is  gone  ; 
Pluno'd  in  your  Wees  I  feel  them  not. 
Or  feel  them  all  in  one. 

III. 
Infinite  Grief  puts  Senfe  to  Flight, 

A iid   all  the  aoiil  invades : 
So  the  broad  Gloom  of  fpreading  Night 
Devours  the  Evening  Shades. 

IV. 
Thus  am  1  born  to  be  unbleft  ! 

This  Sympathy  of  Woe 
Drives  my  own  Tyrants  from  my  Breait 
T1  admit  a  foreign  Foe. 

V.  Sor- 
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V. 

Sorrows  in  long  Succeffion  reign  ; 
Their  Iron  Rod  I  feel  : 

;;d(hiphas  only  chang'd  the  Cha 
But  I'm  the  Prisoner  ftilL 

VI. 
Why  was  this  Life  for  Milery  made  ? 

Or  why  drawn  out  fo  long  ? 
Is  there  no  room  amongfl  i\\^  der.d  ? 
Or  is  a  Wretch  too  young  ? 

VII. 
Move  fader  on  great  Nature's  Wheel, 

Be  kind,  ye  roiling  Powers, 
Hurl  my  Days  headlong  down  the  Hill 
With  undiitinguifli"  d  Hours. 

VI 
Be  dufky,  all  my  rifing  Suns,  ♦ 

Nor  fmile  upon  a  Slave  : 
Darknefs,  and  Death,  make  haile  at  once 
To  hide  me  in  the  Grave. 

Tbe  Reverfe  :  Or,    The  Comforts  of  a  Friend 

I. 

•Tp  H  U  S  Nature  tun'd  her  mournful  Tongue, 
jL       Till  Grace  lift  up  her  Head, 
Reversed  the  Sorror  and  the  Song, 
And  failing,  thus-ilie  laid  ; 

IL  v 
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II. 

Were  Kindred  Spirits  born  for  Cares  ? 

Mud  every  Grief  be  mine  ? 
Is  there  a  Sympathy  in  Tears, 

Yet  Joys  refufe  to  join  ? 

III. 
"Forbid  it,  Heav'n,  and  raife  my  Love, 

And  make  our  Joys  the  fame : 
So  Bafs  and  Friendmip  join'd  above 

Mix  an  immortal  Flame. 

IV. 
Sorrows  are  loft  in  vail  Delight 

That  brightens  all  the  Soul. 
As  Deluges  of  dawning  Light 

Overwhelm  the  dufky  Pole. 

V. 
Pleafures  in  long  SuccefTion  reign, 

And  all  my  Powers  employ  : 
Friendfhip  but  ftiifts  the  pleafing  Seen©, 

And  frefh  repeats  the  Joy. 

VI. 
Life  has  a  foft  and  filver  Thread, 

Nor  is  it  drawn  too  long  ; 
Yet  when  my  vafter  Hopes  perfuade, 

I'm  willing  to  be  gone. 

VII. 
Faft  as  ye  pleafe  roll  down  the  Hill, 

And  haile  away,  my  Years ; 
Or  I  can  wait  toy  Father's  Will, 

And  dwcil  beneath  the  Spheres. 

VIII.  Rife 
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VIII. 
Rife  glorious,  every  future  Sun, 

Gild  all  my  following  Days, 
But  make  the  laft  dear  Moment  known 

By  well-diilinguiuYd  Rays. 

^^^•^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
To  the  Right  Honourable 

J  OH  N    Lord    CUTS. 

At  the  Siege 
of  Namur, 

The  Hardy  Soldier. 


'S~\  W  H  Y  is  Man  {o  thoughdefs  grown  ? 

V7  "  Why  guilty  Souls  in  hafte  to  die  ? 

"  Venturing  the  leap  to    Worlds  unknown, 
"  Heedlefs  to  Arms  and  Blood  they  fly. 

II. 
"  Are  Lives  but  worth  a  Soldier's  Pay  ? 
"  Why  will  ye  join  fuch  wide  Extremes, 
(t  And  Hake  Immortal  Souls,  in  play 
tk  A  rate  Chance,   and  bloody  Games  ? 

III. 
"  Vo.luur\  a  nobler  Turn  of  Thought, 
"  Whofe  pardon'd  Guilt  Forbids  her  Fears : 
t;  Calmly  (he  meets  the  deadly  Shot 
"  Secure  oi  bovc  the  Stars. 

IV.  "  But 
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IV. 

«c  But  Frenzy  dares  eternal  Fate, 

*(  And  fpurr'd  with  Honour's  airy  Dreams* 

"  Flies  to  attack  th'  infernal  Gate, 

M  And  force  a  PaiTage  to  the  Flames, 

V. 
Thus  hov 'ring  o'er  N  A  MU  R  1  Js  Plains, 
Sung  heavVly  Love  in  Gabriel's  Form  : 
Youn^  TH  RJSO  left  the  moving  Strains, 
And  vow'd  to  pray  before  the  Storm. 

VI. 
Anon  the  thundering  Trumpet  calls ; 
Vows  are  bat  Wind^    the  Hero  cries  ; 
Then  fwears  by  Heav'n,  aud  fcales  the  Walls, 
Drops  in  the  Ditch  defpairs  and  dies. 

%  A^ -^  Xfe  Rfe  ^  <^  "St  V^  ^  V*  V^ •"%!§ 

Burning  feveral  Poems  of  Ovid,  Martial,  Old- 
ham, DryUen,   &c. 

1708. 

I. 

I    J  U  D  G  E  theMufe  of  lewd  Defire  ; 
Her  Sons  to  Darkneis,  .  r  *.o.ks  to  Fire. 

In  vain  the  Flatteries  of  their  Wit 
Now  with  a  melting  Strain,  now  with  an  heavenly  Flighty 

Would  tempt  my  Virti  ve 

Thofe  gaudy  Tinder,  of  a. la  >ve. 

So  Har  cts  drei!  car 

Sweet,  modeft,  cool,  diviael    faif, 

To 


Sacred  /^Virtue,  &c.  igi 

To  charm  ate's  Eye  ;  but  all  within, 
Siench,  Impudence  and  Fire,  and  ugly  raging  Sin. 

II. 
Die,  Flora,  die  in  endlefs  Shame, 
Thou  Proftitate  of  blacked  Fame, 

Strips  of  thy  xalfe  Array. 
Ovid,    and  all  ye  wilder  Pens 
Of  modern  Lull,  who  gild  our  Scenes, 
Poifon  the  Br  i  tip  Stage,  and  paint  Damnation  gay, 

Attend  your  Miftrefs  to  the  dead  ; 
When  Flora  dies,  her  Imps  fhouldwait  upon  her  Shade. 

III. 

*  S:  of  noble  Blood  and  Mind, 
(For  ever  fhine  his  Name  !) 

As  Death  approach'd,   his  Soul  refin'd, 
And  gave  his  loofer  Sonnets  to  the  FAame. 
"   Burn,  burn,  he  cry 'd  with  facte  Rage, 

*  Hell  is  the  Due  of  every  Page, 

"  Hell  be  the  Fate.     (But  O  indulgent  Heaven  ! 
u  So  vile  the  Mufe,   and  yet  the  Man  Forgiv'a  !) 
M  Burn  on  my  Songs :    For  not  tne  Silver  'Thames 

u  Nor  Tyler  with  his  yellow  Streams 
"  In  endlefs  Currents  rolling  to  the  Main, 
u  Can  e'er  dilute  the  Poifon,  or  warn  out  the  Stain. 

So  Mofes  by  Divine  Command 

Forbid  the  leprous  Houfe  to  tfand 
ben  deep  the  fital  Spot  was  grown 
Break  d&wntbc  Timber,  and  dig  up  the  Stone. 


*  Earl  of  Rocbeftcr, 


T  O 
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^^UiSsJsS  J^»  Ws>  SIsiBSibllij  Jl$  ill 


T  O 


Mrs,    B.    BENDISH. 


Againjl  Tears. 

I. 

MADAM,   perfuade  me  Tears  are  good 
To  wafhour  Mortal  Cares  away  ; 
Thefe  Eyes  fhall  weep  a  fudden  Flood, 
And  ilream  into  a  briny  Sea. 

IL 
Or  if  thefe  Orbs  are  hard  a^d  dry, 
(Thefe  Orbs  that  never  ufe  to  rain) 
Some  Star  direct  me  where  to  buy 
One  fovereign  Drop  for  all  my  Pain. 

III. 
Where  both  the  golden  Indies  mine, 
Fd  give  both  Indies  for  a  Tear  : 
Td  barter  all  but  what's  divine  :        ^ 
Nor  fhall  I  think  the  Bargain  dear. 

IV. 
But  Tears,  alas !  are  trifling  Things, 
They  rather  feed  than  heal  our  Woe  ; 
From  trickling  Eyes  new  Sorrow  fprings, 
As  Weeds  in  rainy  Seafpns  grow. 

V. 
Thus  Weeping  urges  W     r        on; 
In  vam  our  Mifenes  hope  Keiief, 


1699, 
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For  one  Drop  calls  another  down, 
Till  we  are  drown'd  in  Seas  of  Grief. 

VI. 

Then  let  thefe  ufelefs  Streams  be  ftaid, 
Wear  native  Courage^  on  your  Face : 
Thefe  vulgar  Things  were  never  made 
For  Souls  of  a  fuperior  Race. 

VII. 
If  'tis  a  rugged  Path  you  go, 
And  thoufand  Foes  your  Steps  furround, 
Tread  the  Thorns  down,  charge  thro'  the  Foe  : 
The  hardeft  Fight  is  higheft  crown'd. 

Few  happy  Matches. 

Aug.  1701. 

SAY,  mighty  Love,  and  teach  my  Songf 
To  whom  my  fweeteft  Joys  belong, 
And  who  the  happy  Pairs 
Whofe  yielding  Hearts,  and  joining  Hands, 
Find  Bleflings  twilled  with  their  Bands, 
To  foften  all  their  Cares. 

II. 

Not  the  wild  Herd  of  Nymphs  and  Swain* 
That  thoughtlefs  fly  into  the  Chains, 

As  Cuftom  leads  the  Way  : 
If  there  be  blifs  without  Defign, 
Ivies  and  Oaks  may  grow  and  twine, 

And  be  as  bleft  as  they. 

L  IK.  Not 
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III. 

Not  fordid  Souls  of  earthy  Mould 

Who  drawn  by  Kindred  Charms  of  Gold 

To  dull  Embraces  move  : 
So  two  rich  Mountains  of  Peru 
May  rufh  to  wealthy  Marriage  too, 

And  make  a  World  of  Love. 

IV. 
Not  the  mad  Tribe  that  Hell  infpires 
With  wanton  Flames ;  thofe  raging  Fires 

The  purer  Blifs  deftroy  : 
On  jEtnafs  Top  let  Furies  wed, 
And  Sheets  of  Lightning  drefs  the  Bed 

T1  improve  the  burning  Joy, 

V. 
Nor  the  dull  Pairs  whofe  marble  Forms 
None  of  the  melting  Paflions  warms, 

Can  mingle  Hearts  and  Hands : 
Logs  of  green  Wood  that  quench  the  Coals 
Are  roarry'd  juft  like  Stoic  Souls, 

With  Ofiers  for  their  Bands. 

VI. 
Not  Minds  of  melancholy  ftrain, 
Still  filent,  or  that  frill  complain, 

Can  the  dear  Bondage  blefs : 
As  well  may  heavenly  Conforts  fpring 
From  two  old  Lutes  with  ne'er  a  String, 

Or  none  befides  the  Bafs. 
VII. 
Nor  can  the  foft  Enchantments  hold 
Two  jarring  Souls  of  angry  Mould, 

The  Pvugged  and  the  Keen ; 

Samf>fcn& 
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Samp/on 's  young  Foxes  might  as  well 
In  Bonds  of  chearful  Wedlock  dwell, 

With  Firebrands  ty'd  between. 

VIII. 
Nor  let  the  cruel  Fetters  bind 
A  gentle  to  a  favage  Mind ; 

For  Love  abhors  the  Sight: 
Loofe  the  fierce  Tyger  from  the  Deer, 
For  native  Rage  and  native  Fear 

Rife  and  forbid  Delight. 

IX. 
Two  kindeft  Souls  alone  mull  meet ; 
'Tis  Friendfhip  makes  the  Bondage  fweet, 

And  feeds  their  mutual  Loves ; 
Bright  Venus  on  her  rolling  Throne 
Is  drawn  by  gentleft  Birds  alone, 

And  Cupids  yoke  the  Doves. 

T  O 

DAVID  POLHILL,  E% 

An  EPISTLE. 

December  1702; 
I. 

LE  T  ufelefs  Souls  to  Woods  retreat ; 
POLHILL  fhould  leave  a  Country  Seat 
When  Virtue  bids  him  dare  be  Great. 

L  z  II.  Not 
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II. 

Nor  Kent*,  nor  Suffex*,  fhou'd  have  Charms 
While  Liberty,  with  loud  Alarms, 
Calls  you  to  Counfels  and  to  Arms. 

HI. 
Lewis,  by  fawning  Slaves  ador'd, 
Bids  you  receive  a  f  bafe-born  Lord ; 
Awake  yeur  Cares !  awake  your  Sword ! 

IV. 
Factions  amongft  the  ||  Britons  rife, 
And  warring  Tongues,    and  wild  Surmife, 
And  burning  Zeal  without  her  Eyes. 

V. 
A  Vote  decides  the  blind  Debate ; 
Refolv'd,  'Tis  of  diviner  Weight 
Tofa<ve  the  Steeple,  than  the  State. 

VI. 
The  %  bold  Machine  is  fornvd  and  join'd 
To  ftretch  the  Confcience,  and  to  bind 
The  native  Freedom  of  the  Mind, 

VII. 
Your  Grandfire  Shades  with  jealous  Eye 
Frown  down  to  fee  their  Offspring  lie 
Carelefs,  and  let  their  Country  die. 

VIII. 
If  §  Trevia  fear  to  let  you  (land 
Againft  the  GWwith  Spear  in  Hand, 
At  leaft  f  §  Petition  for  the  Land. 

•  His  Country -Seat  end  Dwelling.  -f   The  Pretender,  pro- 

tlaim'd  King  in  France.  ||    The  ParVament.  J  'The  BUI 

egainfl  Occafional  Conformity,   1702.  §    Mrs.  Po<h'll   of  the  Fa- 

mily  of  the  Led  Trevor.    "  f§    Mr.  Polhiil  ivas   one  of  thrfe  fivs 

Zealous  Gentlemen  who  presented  the  famous  KcntilTl  Petition  to  tie  Par- 
liament,  in  the  Rtign  of  Kin  7  William,  to  hajlen  their  Supplies  in  or  fir 
ffupport  the  Kng  in  his  War  with  France. 

the 


Sacred  to  Virtue,  he.  201 

The  celebrated  Victory  of  the  Poles  over  Ofman 
/fo  Turkifh  Emperor  in  the  Dacian  Battel. 

Tranjlatedfrom  Cafimirc,  B.  IV.  Od.  4.  wiib  large 

Additions. 

fADO  R,  the  Old,  the  Wealthy  and  the  Strong, 
^-*    Cheerful  in  Years  (nor  of  the  Heroic  Mufe 
Unknoving,  nor  unknown)  held  fair  PofTefTions 
Where  flows  the  fruitful  Danube  :  Seventy  Springs 
SmiPd  on  his  Seed,  and  feventy  Harveft-  Moons 
Fiird  his  wide  Granaries  with  Autumnal  Joy: 
Still  he  refum'd  the  Toil ;  and  Fame  reports, 
While  he  broke  up  new  Ground,  and  tir'd  his  Plough 
In  grafTy  Furrows,  the  torn  Earth  difclos'd 
Helmets,  and  Swords  (bright  Furniture  of  War 
Sleeping  in  Ruft)  and  Heaps  of  mighty  Bone*. 
The  Sun  defcending  to  the  Wcflern  Deep 
Bid  him  lie  down  and  red  ;  he  loos'd  the  Yoke, 
Yet  held  his  wearied  Oxen  from  their  Food 
With  charming  Numbers,  and  uncommon  Song. 

Go,  Fellow-Labourers,  you  may  rove  fecure, 
Or  feed  befide  me  5  tafte  the  Greens  and  Boughs 
That  you  have  long  forgot;  crop  the  fweet  Herb, 
And  graze  in  fafety,  while  the  \\&or. Pole 
Lean*  on  his  Spear,  and  breathes ;  yet  ftill  his  Eye 

L  3  Jealous 
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Jealous  and  fierce.     How  large,  old  Soldier,  fay, 
How  fair  a  Harveft  of  the  flaughter'd  T. 
Strew'd  the  Moldavian  Fields  ?  What  mighty  Piles 
Of  vafl  Definition,  and  of  Thradan  Dead 
Fill  and  amaze  my  Eyes  ?  Broad  Bucklers  lie 
(A  vainOefence)  fpread  o'er  the  pathiels  Hills, 
And  Coats  of  fcaly  Steel,  and  hard  Habergeon, 
Deep  bruis'd  and  empty  of  Mahometan  Limbs. 
This  the  fierce  Saracen  wore,  (for  when  a  Boy, 
I  was  their  Captive,  and  remind  their  Drefs :) 
Here  the  Pohmaxs  dreadful  march'd  along 
In  augufl  Port,  and  regular  Array, 
Led  on  to  Conqueft :  Here  the  Turkijb  Chief 
Prefumptuous  trod,  and  in  rude  Order  rang'd 
His  long  Batta  ions,  while  his  populous  Towns 
Pour'd  out  frefh  Troops  perpetual,  dreft  in  Arm*, 
Horrent  in  Mail,  and  gay  in  fpangled  Pride. 

O  the  dire  Image  of  the  blcody  Fight 
Thefe  Eyes  have  feen,  when  the  capacious  Plain 
Was  throng'd  with  Dacian  Spears ;  when  polim'd  Helms 
And  convex  Gold  blaz'd  thick  againfl  the  Sun 
Heiloring  all  his  Beams  !   but  frowning  War 
All  gloomy,  like  a  gather'd  Tempefl,  flood 
Wavering,  and  doubtful  where  to  bend  its  Fall. 

The  Storm  of  miflive  Steel  delay 'd  a  while 
By  wife  Command  ;  fledg'd  Arrows  on  the  Nerve ; 
And  Scymiter  and  Sabre  bore  the  Sheath 
Reluctant ;  till  the  hollow  brazen  Clouds 
Had  bellow'd  from  each  Quarter  of  the  Field 
Loud  Thunder,  and  difgorg'd  their  fulph'rous  Fire. 

Then 
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Then  liflim  wav'd,  and  Ai  c  mix'd  with  Annsi 

Then  Javelins  anfwer'd  Javelins  as  they  fied, 

both  Red  hinlng  Death  :  With  adverfe  Edge 
Tne  crooked  Fauchions  met ;  and  hideous  Noite 
From  clashing  Shields,  thro"  the  long  Ranks  of  War, 

blca     A  thoufand  Iron  Storms 
Ro:.:  it;  and  in  harih  Confuhon  drow» 

B  Trumpe:';  Star  5:ur.d.     O  rude  EiTort 
Of  Harmony  '  not  all  the  frozen  Stores 
L  -  the  cola  I  when  pour'd  in  rattling  K 

Laffa  v  h  Madnefs  the  N.r-wegian  Plain 5, 

Or  fc   ...rr.ent  the  Ear.     Scarce  fc  tar 

Fragor,  when  fome  Southern  Blaft 
Tears  from  the  A;ps  a  1 

Deep  :  :  Tenants  of  the  Rock  : 

The  maiiy  Fragment,  many  a  Rood  in  Length, 
With  hideous  Cram,  rolls  down  die  ragged  Cliff 
Re  ig  in  the  fubjec: 

Cam  or  Lmgaimg^  th'  afflicted  Waters  roar, 
And  ier  all  the  Valley  Ells, 

Such  v.  Xoife  of  Wai ;  the  troubled  Air 

Complains  aloud,  and  propagates  the  Din 
To  neighbouring  Regions  j  Recks  and  loft)'  Hills 
Eea;  the  impeom  i  the  Sky. 

Uproar,  Revenge,  and  Rage,  and  H 
In  all  their  murderous  Forms ;  and  Flame  and  Blood 
And  Sweat  and  Dull  array  the  broad  Campaign 
In  Horror:  Haity  Feet,  and  fparklingEyes, 
d  all  the  favage  Pamons  of  the  Soul 
:age  in  the  warn  icfi  of  the  Day. 


Here 
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Here  mingling  Hands,  but  with  no  friendly  Gripe, 

Join  in  the  Fight ;  and  Breafts  in  clofe  Embrace, 

Bat  mortal,  as  the  Iron  Arms  of  Death. 

Here  Words  auftere,  of  perilous  Command, 

And  Valour  fwift  t'  obey;  bold  Feats  of  Arms 

Dreadful  to  fee,  and  glorious  to  relate, 

Shine  thro'  the  Field  with  more  furprizing  Brightnefs 

.Than  glittering  Helms  or  Spears.     What  loud  Applaufo 

{BeftMeed  of  warlike  Toil)  what  manly  Shouts, 

And  Yells  unmanly  thro'  the  Battel  ring  ! 

And  fUddeji  Wrath  dies  into  endtefs  Fame. 

Long  did  the  Fate  of  War  hang  dubious.     Here 
Stood  the  more  num'rous  Turk,  the  valiant  Pole 
Fought  here ;  more  dreadful,  tho'  with  lefler  Wings. 

But  what  the  Dahes  or  the  Coward  Soul 

Of  a  Cjdonian,  what  the  fearful  Crouds 

Of  bafe  Cilicians  fcaping  from  the  Slaughter, 

Or  Parthian  Beafls  with  ail  their  racing  Riders, 

What  could  they  mean  againfl  trT  intrepid  Breaft 

Of  the  purfuing  Foe  ?  Th'  impetuous  Poles 

Rufh  here,  and  here  the  Lithuanian  Horfe 

Drive  down  upon  them  like  a  double  Bolt 

Of  kindled  Thunder  raging  thro'  the  Sky 

On  founding  Wheels  :  or  as  fome  mighty  Flood 

Rolls  his  two  Torrents  down  a  dreadful  Steep 

Precipitant,  and  bears  along  the  Stream 

Rocks,  Woods  and  Trees,  with  all  the  grazing  Herd, 

And  tumbles  lofty  Forefts  headlong  to  the  Plain. 


The 
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The  bold  BoruJJian  fmoaking  from  afar 
Moves  like  a  i  empeft  in  a  dufky  Cloud, 
And  imitates  th'  Artillery  of  Heaven, 
The  Lightning  and  the  Roar.     Amazing  Scene ! 
What  Showers  of  mortal  Hail,  what  flaky  Fires 
Burft  from  the  Darknefs !  while  their  Cohorts  firm. 
Met  the  like  Thunder,  and  an  equal  Storm, 
From  hoicile  Troops,  but  with  a  braver  Mind. 
Undaunted  Eofoms  tempt  the  Edge  of  War, 
And  rufh  on  the  fharp  Point ;  while  baleful  Mifchiefi, 
Deaths,  and  bright  Dangers  flew  acrofs  the  Field 
Thick  and  continual,  and  a  thoufand  Souls 
Fled  murmuring  thro'  their  Wounds.     I  flood  aloof. 
For  'twas  unfafe  to  come  within  the  Wind 
Of  RuJJian  Banners,  when  with  whizzing  found, 
Hager  of  Glory,  and  profufc  of  Life, 
They  bore  down  fearlefs  011  the  charging  Foes, 
And  drove  them  backward.     Then  the  Turkijh  Moons 
Wander'd  in  difarray.     A  dark  Eclipfe 
Hung  on  the  Silver  Crefcent,  boding  Night, 
Long  Night  to  ail  her  Sons ;  at  length  difrob'd 
The  Standards  fell ;  the  barbarous  Eniigns  torn 
Fled  with  the  Wind,  the  Sport  of  angry  Hcav'ru 
And  a  large  Cloud  of  Infantry  and  Horfe 
Scattering  in  wild  Diforder,  fpread  the  Plain. 

Not  Noife,  nor  Number,  nor  the  brawny  Limb5 
Nor  high-knit  Size  prevails :  'Tis  Courage  rights, 
Til  Courage  conquers.     So  whole  Forefts  fall 
(A  fpacious  Ruin},  by  one  Angle  Ax, 

L  s  And 
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And  Steel  well  fharpen'd ;  fo  a  generous  Pair 
Of  young- wing'd  Eaglets  fright  a  thoufand  Doves. 

Vaft  was  the  Slaughter,  and  the  flow'ry  Green 
Drank  deep  of  flowing  Crimfon.     Veteran  Bands 
Here  made  their  lafl  Campaign.     Here  haughty  Chiefs 
Stretch'd  on  the  Bed  of  purple  Honour  lie 
Supine,  nor  dream  of  Battel's  hard  Event, 
Opprefs'd  with  Iron  Slumbers,  and  long  Night. 
Their  Ghofts  indignant  to  the  nether  World, 
Fled,  but  attended  well ;  for  at  their  fide 
Some  faithful  Janizaries  ftrew'd  the  Field, 
FalPn  in  juft  Ranks  or  Wedges,  Lunes  or  Squares, 
Firm  as  they  flood ;  to  the  Warfovian  Troops 
A  nobler  Toil,  and  Triumph  worth  their  Fight. 
But  the  broad  Sabre  and  keen  Poll-Ax  flew 
With  fpeedy  Terror  thro'  the  feebler  Herd, 
And  made  rude  Havock  and  irregular  Spoil 
Amongft  the  vulgar  Bands  that  own'd  the  Name 
Of  Mahomet.     The  wild  Arabians  fled 
In  fwift  Affright  a  thoufand  different  Ways  (tains 

Thro1  Brakes  and  Thorns,  and  climb'd  the  craggy  Moun- 
Bellowing ;  yet  hafty  Fate  o'ertook  the  Cry, 
And  Polijh  Hunters  clave  the  timorous  Deer. 

Thus  the  dire  Profpeft  diflant  fill'd  my  Soul 
With  Awe  ;   till  the  laft  Relicks  of  the  War 
The  thin  Etonians,  flying  had  difclos'd 
The  ghaflly  Plain  :  I  took  a  nearer  View, 
Unfeemly  to  the  Sight,  nor  to  the  Smell 
Grateful.    What  Loads  of  mangled  Flefh  and  Limbs 

A  difmal 
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(A  difmal  Carnage  I)  bath'd  in  reeking  Gore 
Lay  welt'ring  on  the  Ground ;  while  flitting  Life 
Convulsed  the  Nerves  Hill  fhivering,  nor  had  loft 
All  Tafte  of  Pain  !  Here  an  old  Thracian  lies 
Deform'd  with  Years,  and  Scars,  and  groans  aloud 
Torn  with  frefh  Wounds  ;  but  inward  Vitals  firm 
Forbid  the  Soul's  Remove,  and  chain  it  down 
By  the  hard  Laws  of  Nature,  to  fuftain 
Long  Torment ;  his  wild  Eye  balls  roll ;  his  Teeth 
Gnafhing  with  Anguifh,  chide  his  lingring  Fate. 
Emblazoned  Armour  fpoke  his  high  Command 
Amongft  the  neighbouring  Dead ;  they  round  their  Lord 
Lay  proftrate ;  fome  in  Flight  ignobly  ilainv 
Some  to  the  Skies  their  Faces  upwards  turn'd 
Still  brave,  and  proud  to  die  fo  near  their  Prince. 

I  mov'd  not  far,  and  lo,  at  manly  Length 
Two  beauteous  Youths  of  richeft  Otfman  Blood 
Extended  on  the  Field  ;  in  Friendfhip  join'd, 
Nor  Fate  divides  them  ;  hardy  Warriors  both  ; 
Both  faithful ;  drown'd  in  ShowVs  of  Darts  they  fell, 
Each  with  his  Shield  fpread  o'er  his  Lover's  Heart, 
In  vain  :  for  on  thofe  Orbs  of  friendly  Brafs 
Stood  Groves  of  Javelins ;  fome,  alas,  too  deep 
Were  planted  there,  and  thro'  their  lovely  Bofoms 
Made  painful  Avenues  for  cruel  Death. 

0  my  dear  native  Land,  forgive  the  Tear 

1  dropt  on  their  wan  Cheeks,  when  fhong  Companion 
Forc'd  from  my  melting  Eyes  the  briny  Dew, 

And  paid  a  Sacrifice  to  hoftile  Virtue. 

Dacia,  forgive  the  Sight  that  wifh'd  the  Souls 

Of  thofe  fair  Infidels  fome  humble  Place 

Among 
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Among  the  Bleft.     "  Sleep,  fleep,  ye  haplefs  Pair, 
#<  Gently,  I  cry'd,  worthy  of  better  Fate, 
*'  And  better  Faith.     Hard  by  the  General  lay 
Of  Saracen  Defcent,  a  grizly  Form 
Breathlefs,  yet  Pride  fat  pale  upon  his  Front 
In  Difappointment,  with  a  furly  Brow 
Louring  in  Death,  and  vext ;  his  rigid  Jaws 
Foaming  with  Blood  bite  hard  the  Polijh  Spear. 
In  that  dead  Vifage  my  Remembrance  reads 
Ram  Caracas :  In  vain  the  boafting  Slave 
Promis'd  and  footrTd  the  Sultan  threatning  fierce 
With  Royal  Suppers  and  triumphant  Fare 
Spread  wide  beneath  Warfo<vian  Silk  and  Gold ; 
See  on  the  naked  Ground  all  cold  he  lies 
Beneath  the  damp  wide  CovVing  of  the  Air 
Forgetful  of  his  Word.     How  Heaven  confounds 
Infulting  Hopes  \  with  what  an  awful  Smile 
Laughs  at  the  Proud,  that  loofen  all  the  Reins 
To  their  unbounded  Wifhes,  and  leads  on 
Their  blind  Ambition  to  a  fnameful  End  I 

But  whither  am  I  borne  ?  this  Thought  of  Arms 

Fires  me  in  vain  to  fing  to  ienfelefs  Bulls 

What  generous  Horfe  mould  hear.     Break  off  my  Song, 

My  barbarous  Mufe  be  ftill :  Immortal  Deeds 

Mull  not  be  thus  profan'd  in  ruitic  Verfe  : 

The  Martial  Trumpet,  and  the  following  Age, 

And  growing  Fame  fhali  loud  rehearfe  the  Fight 

In  Sounds  of  Glory.     Lo,  the  Evening-Star 

Shines  o'er  the  Weltern  Hill ;  my  Oxen,  come, 

The  well-known  Star  invites  the  Labourer  home. 


TO 
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T  O 

Mr.  HENRY  BENDTSH. 

Dear  Sir,  Aug.  24,   1705. 

*THE  following  So?ig  was yours  when  firft  composed :  The 
Mufe  then  defcrib\l  the  general  Fate  of  Mankind y  that  //, 
to  be  ill  match V ;  and  now  Jbe  rejoices  that  you  have  efcap'd 
the  common  M if  chief  and  that  your  Soul  has  found  its  ovox 
Mate.  Let  this  Ode  then  congratulate  you  both.  Grow  mu- 
tually in  more  com  pie  at  Likenefs  and  Love :  Perfeven  and  be 
Happy. 

I  perfuade  my f elf  you  will  accept  from  the  Prefs  what  the 
Pen  ?nore  privately  infcritid  to  you  long  ago  ;  and  Fm  in  no 
Fain  left  you  Jhould  take  Offence  at  the  fabulous  Dreft  of  this 
Poem:  Nor  would Weaker  A  finds  be  fcandaliz\/  at  :'/,  if  they 
would  give  themjelves  leave  to  reftecl  how  many  divine  Truths 
are  fpokcn  by  the  Holy  Writers  in  Viftons  and  Images,  Para- 
bles and  Dreams :  Nor  are  my  wifer  Friends  ajbanfd  to  de- 
fend it,  fence  the  Narrative  is  grave  and  the  Moral  fo  juft 
and  ob  vious. 

Tbe  Indian  Philofopber. 

Sept.  3,   17OK 

MY  fhould  our  Joys  transform  to  Pain  I 
Why  gentle  Hymen  s  filken  Chain 

A  Plague  of  Iron  prove  ? 

BENDTSH, 


w 
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BENDTSH,  'tis  ftrange  the  Charm  that  binds 
Millions  of  Hands,  mould  leave  their  Minds 
At  fuch  a  Loofe  from  Love. 

II. 
In  vain  I  fought  the  wondrous  Caufe, 
Rang'd  the  wild  Fields  of  Nature's  Laws, 

And  urg'd  the  Schools  in  vain  ; 
Then  deep  in  Thought  within  my  Breail 
My  Soul  retir'd,  and  Slumber  drefs'd 

A  bright  inftru&ive  Scene. 

III. 
O'er  the  broad  Lands,  and  crofs  the  Tide, 
On  Fancy's  airy  Horfe  I  ride,  ' 

(Sweet  Rapture  of  the  Mind !) 
Till  on  the  Banks  of  Ganges  Flood, 
In  a  tall  ancient  Grove  I  flood 

For  facred  Ufe  defign'd. 

IV. 
Hard  by,  a  venerable  Prieft, 
Ris'n  with  his  God,  the  Sun,  from  Reft, 

Awoke  his  Morning  Song ; 
Thrice  he  conjur'd  the  murmYing  Stream ; 
The  Birth  of  Souls  was  all  his  Theme, 

And  half-divine  his  Tongue. 

V. 

"  He  fang  th'  Eternal  rolling  Flame, 
"  That  vital  Mafs,  that  ftill  the  fame 

"  Does  all  our  Minds  compofe : 
*  But  fhap'd  in  twice  ten  thoufand  Frames ; 
**  Thence  diff'ring  Souls  of  differing  Names, 

u  And  jarring  Tempers  rofe. 

VI.  "  The 
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VI. 

"  The  mighty  Power  that  fornVd  the  Mind 

*  One  Mould  for  every  Two  defign'd, 
"  And  blefs'd  the  new-born  Pair  : 

"  This  be  a  Match  for  this :  (he  faid) 

u  Then  down  he  fent  the  Souls  he  made, 

*  To  feek  them  Bodies  here. 

vir. 

"  But  parting  from  their  warm  Abode 
11  They  loft  their  Fellows  on  the  Road, 

*  And  never  join'd  their  Hands : 

m  Ah  cruel  Chance,  and  croffing  Fates ! 
Our  Eaftern  Souls  have  dropt  their  Mates 
"  On  Europe's  barbarous  Lands. 

VIII. 

Happy  the  Youth  that  finds  the  Bride 
"  Whofe  Birth  is  to  his  own  ally'd, 

»  The  fweeteft  Joy  of  Life  : 
u  But  oh  the  Crowds  of  wretched  Souls 
"  Fetter 'd  to  Minds  of  different  Moulds, 

"  And  chain'd  t'eternal  Strife  ! 

IX. 

Thus  fang  the  wond'rous  Indian  Bard  j 
My  Soul  with  vaft  Attention  heard, 
While  Ganges  ceas'd  to  flow  : 

*  Sure  then  (I  cry'd)  might  I  but  fee 

M  That  gentle  Nymph  that  twinn'd  with  me, 
"  I  may  be  happy  too. 

X. 
<(  Some  courteous  Angel  tell  me  where. 
"  What  diftant  Lands  this  unknown  Fair, 

"  Or 


a 
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"  Or  diftant  Seas  detain  ? 
"  Swift  as  the  Wheel  of  Nature  rolls 
u  Td  fly,  to  meet,  and  mingle  Souls, 

u  And  wear  the  joyful  Chain. 


WM 


$* 
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The  Happy  Man. 


I. 

SERENE  as  Light  is  MTRON\  Soul, 
And  a&ive  as  the  Sun,  yet  fteady  as  the  Pole  : 

In  manly  Beauty  fhines  his  Face  ; 
Every  Mufe,  and  every  Grace, 

Makes  his  Heart  and  Tongue  their  Seat, 
His  Heart  profufely  good,  his  Tongue  divinely  fweet. 

MT RON,  the  Wonder  of  our  Eyes, 

Behold  his  Manhood  fcarce  begun  [ 

Behold  his  Race  of  Virtue  run  \ 

Behold  the  Goal  of  Glory  won  ! 
Nor  Fame  denies  the  Meiit,  nor  with  holds  the  Prize  ; 
Her  Silver  Trumpets  his  Renown  proclaim  : 

The  Lands  where  Learning  never  flew, 

Which  neither  Ro?ne  nor  Athens  knew, 

Surly  Japan  and  rich  Peru, 
In  barbarous  Songs  pronounce  the  Britifi  Hero's  Name. 

u  Airy  Blifs  (the  Hero  cry'd) 
4i  May  feed  the  Tympany  of  Pride; 

«  Safe 
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*  But  healthy  Souls  were  never  found 
m  To  live  on  Emptinefs  and  Sound. 

II. 

Lo,  at  his  honourable  Feet 
Fame's  bright  Attendant,  Wealth,  appear?; 
She  comes  to  pay  Obedience  meet, 
Providing  Joys  fcr  future  Years ; 
BlefTings  with  lavifh  Hand  (he  pours 
Gathered  from  the  Indian  Co  ail ; 
^ot  Danais  Lap  could  equal  Treafure's  boaft, 
WhenJW*  came  down  in  Golden  Showers. 

He  looked  and  turn'd  his  Eyes  away, 
With  high  Difdain  I  heard  him  fay, 
"  Bliis  is  not  made  of  glittering  Clay, 

III. 
Now  Pomp  and  Grandeur  court  his  Head 
With  Scutcheons,  Arms,  and  Enfigns  fpread  : 

Gay  Magnificence  and  State, 

Guards,  and  Chariots  at  his  Gate, 
And  Slaves  in  endlefs  Order  round  his  Table  wai; : 
They  learn  the  Dictates  of  his  Eyes, 
And  now  they  fall  and  now  they  rife, 

„tch  every  Motion  of  their  Lord, 
Han^  on  his  Lips  with  moil  impatient  Zeal, 
.  fwift  Ambition  feize  A1  unfiniuYd  Word, 

And  the  Command  fulfil. 
Tir'd  with  the  Train  that  Grandeur  bring*, 
He  dropt  a    /ear,  and  pity'd  Kings: 
Then  flying  from  the  noify  1  hror    , 
Seeks  the  Diverfion  of  a  Song. 

IV.  Mo 
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IV. 

Music k  defcending  on  a  filent  Cloud,     r 

Tun'd  all  her  Strings  with  endlefs  Art ; 

By  flow  Degrees  from  foft  to  loud 

Changing  fhe  rofe  :  The  Harp  and  Flute 
Harmonious  join,  the  Hero  to  falute, 

And  make  a  Captive  of  his  Heart. 
Fruits,  and  rich  Wine,  and  Scenes  of  lawlefs  Love 

Each  with  utmofl  Luxury  drove 
To  treat  their  Favourite  beft ; 

But  founding  Strings,  and  Fruits,  and  Wine, 

And  lawlefs  Love,  in  vain  combine 
To  make  his  Virtue  fleep,  or  lull  his  Soul  to  reft. 

V. 

He  faw  the  tedious  Round,  and,  with  a  Sigh, 

Pronounced  the  World  but  Vanity. 

"  In  Crowds  of  Pleafure  fell  I  find 

"  A  painful  Solitude  of  Mind, 
A  Vacancy  within  which  Senfe  can  ne'er  fupply; 

u  Hence,  and  be  gone,  ye  flatt'ring  Snares,         ^ 

"  Ye  vulgar  Charms  of  Eyes  and  Ears, 

•'  Ye  unperforming  Promifers  f 

"  Be  all  my  bafer  Paflions  dead, 

"  And  bafe  Deiires,  by  Nature  made 
€i  For  Animals  and  Boys : 

"  Man  has  a  Relifh  more  refln'd, 

"  Souls  are  for  focial  Blifs  defign'd, 
"  Give  me  a  Bleffing  frt  to  match  my  Mind, 
"  A  Kindred -Soul  to  ^double  and  to  fhare  my  Joys. 

v 

VI.  MT& 
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VI. 

MTR  R  HA  appear' d  ;  Serene  her  Soul 
And  active  as  the  Sun,  yet  fieady  as  the  Pole : 
In  fofter  Beauties  fane  her  Face, 
Every  Mufen  and  every  Grace, 
Made  her  Heart  and  Tongue  their  Seat, 
Her  Heart  profufely  good,  her  Tongue  divinely  fvseet  : 
MYRRHA  the  Wonder  of  his  Eyes  ; 
His  Heart  recoiled  with  fweet  Surprize, 

With  Joys  unknown  before  : 
His  Soul  diffolv'd  in  pleafing  Pain, 
Flowed  to  his  Eyes,  and  looked  again, 

And  could  endure  no  more. 
"  Enough  !  (th'  impatient  Hero  cries) 

"  And  feiz'd  her  to  his  Breaft, 
u  J  feek  no  more  below  the  Skies, 

"  I  give  my  Slaves  the  reft. 

T  O 

DAVID    POLHILL,    Efq; 

An  Anfwer  to  an  infamous  Satyr,  called,  Advice  to 
a  Painter  ;  written  by  a  namelefs  Author,  againfr. 
King  William  III.  of  Glorious  Memory,  1698. 

S  I  R, 
Tft/H  E  N  you  put  this  Satyr  into  my  Hand,  you  gave  me 
the  Occafion  of '  en:[!oyir.g  my  Pen  to  anfwer  fo  detefla- 
able  a  Writing ;    v^hich  might  be  done  much  more  ejeclually 

h 
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by  your  known  Zeal  for  the  Intereft  of  his  Majefty,  your 
Counfels  and  your  Courage  employ  d  in  the  Defence  of  your  King 
and  Country.  And  f  nee  you  provoked  me  to  write,  you  ivili 
eicecpt  of  thofe  Efforts  of  my  Loyalty  to  the  heft  of  Kings ,  ad- 
drefs^d  to  one  of  the  moji  zealous  of  his  Subjects,  by, 

S  i  R, 

Your  Moll  Obedient  Servant, 

/.  w. 

mmmmmmiMmmmmimmm 

PART    I. 

AN  D  mull  the  Hero,  that  redeemed  our  Land, 
Here  in  the  Front  of  Vice  and  Scandal  Hand  ? 
The  Man  of  wondrous  Soul,  that  fcorn'd  his  Eafe, 
Tempting  the  Winters,  and  the  faithlefs  Seas, 
And  paid  an  annual  Tribute  of  his  Life 
To  guard  his  England  from  the  Irijb  Knife, 
And  crufh  the  French  Dragoon  ?  Mud  William's  Name, 
That  brightefl  Star  that  gilds  the  Wings  of  Fame, 
William  the  Brave,  the  Pious,  and  the  Juft, 
Adorn  thefe  gloomy  Scenes  of  Tyranny  Lull  ? 


POLHILL,  my  Blood  boils  hLh,  my  Spirits  flame; 
Can  your  Zeal  fleep  !  Or  are  yourPaflions  tame  ? 
Nor  call  Revenge  and  Darknefs  on  the  Poet's  N 
Why  fmoke  the  Skies  not  ?   Why  no  Thunders  roll  ? 
Nor  kindling  Lightnings  blafl  his  guilty  Soul  ? 

Audacious 


:s  flame ;  «* 
Le?  L 

sTame  ?     j 
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Audacious  Wretch  !  to  flab  a  Monarch's  Fame, 
And  fire  his  Subjects  with  a. Rebel-Flame  ; 
To  call  the  Painter  to  his  black  Defigns, 
To  draw  our  Guardian's  Face  in  helliih  Lines : 
Painter,  beware  !  the  Monarch  can  be  fhown 
Under  no  Shape  but  Angels,  or  his  own, 
Gabriel,  or  William,  on  the  Britijh  Throne. 

O  !  could  my  Thought  but  grafp  the  vafl  Defign, 
And  Words  with  infinite  Ideas  join, 
I'd  roufe  Apelles  from  his  Iron  Sleep, 
And  bid  him  trace  the  Warrior  o'er  the  Deep  : 
Trace  him,  Apelksy  o'er  the  Belgian  Plain, 
Fierce,  how  he  climbs  o'er  Mountains  of  the  Slain, 
Scattering  jufl  Vengeance  thro1  the  red  Campaign. 
Then  dafh  the  Canvas  with  a  flying  Stroke, 
Till  it  be  loft  in  Clouds  of  Fire  and  Smoke, 
And  fay,  'Twas  thus  the  Conqueror  thro'  the  Squadrons 

broke. 
Mark  him  again  emerging  from  the  Cloud, 
Far  from  his  Troops ;  there  like  a  Rock  he  flood 
His  Country's  fingle  Barrier  in  a  Sea  of  Blood. 
Calmly  he  leaves  the  Pieafures  of  a  Throne, 
And  his  Maria  weeping ;  whilil  alone 
He  wards  the  Fate  of  Nations,  and  provokes  his  own  : 
But  Heav'n  iecures  its  Champion  ;  o'er  the  Field 
Paint  hov'ring  Angels;  tho1  they  fly  conceaFd, 
Each  intercepts  a  Death,   and  wears  it  on  his  Shield. 

Now,  noble  Pencil,  lead  him  to  our  Tile, 
Mark  how  the  Skies  with  joyful  Luftre  fmile, 

Then 
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Then  imitate  the  Glory  on  the  Strand 

Spread  half  the  Nation,  longing  till  he  land, 

Warn  off  the  Blood,  and  take  a  peaceful  Teint, 

All  Red  the  Warrior ;  white  the  Ruler  paint ;  > 

Abroad  a  Hero,  and  at  Home  a  Saint.  3 

Throne  him  on  high  upon  a  fhining  Seat, 

Lull  and  Prophanenefs  dying  at  his  Feet, 

While  round  his  Head  the  Laurel  and  the  Olive  meet, 

The  Crowns  of  War  and  Peace ;  and  may  they  blow 

With  flow'ry  BleiTmgs  ever  on  his  Brow. 

At  his  Right  Hand  pile  up  the  Englijh  Laws 

In  facred  Volumes ;  thence  the  Monarch  draws 

His  wife  and  juft  Commands 

Rife,  ye  old  Sages  of  the  Britijh  Ifle, 

On  the  fair  Tablet  call  a  reverend  Smile, 

And  blefs  the  Piece ;  thefe  Statutes  are  your  own, 

That  fway  the  Cottage,  and  direct  the  Throne  ; 

People  and  Prince  are  one  in  William's  Name ; 

Their  Joys,  their  Dangers,  and  their  Laws  the  fame. 

Let  Liberty,  and  Right,  with  Plumes  difplay'd, 
Clap  their  glad  Wings  around  their  Guardian's  Head, 
Religion  o'er  the  reft  her  ftarry  Pinions  fpread. 
Religion  guards  him ;  round  th*  Imperial  Queen 
Place  waiting  Virtues,  each  of  heavenly  Mein  ; 
Learn  their  bright  Air,  and  paint  it  from  his  Eyes ; 
The  Juft,  the  Bold,  the  Temperate,  and  the  Wife 
Dwell  in  his  Looks ;  Majeftic,  but  Serene  ; 
Sweet,  with  no  Fondnefs ;    Chearful,  but  not  vain  : 
Bright,  without  Terror ;  Great,  without  Difdain. 
His  Soul  infpires  us  what  his  Lips  command, 
And  fpreado  his  brave  Example  thro3  the  Land  : 


! 


Not 
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Not  fo  the  former  Reigns ; 

Bend  down  his  Ear  to  each  afflicted  Cry, 

Let  Beams  of  Grace  dart  gently  from  his  Eye ; 

But  the  bright  Treafures  of  his  facred  Breaft 

Are  too  divine,  too  vaft  to  be  expreft : 

Colours  mull  fail  where  Words  and  Numbers  faint, 

And  leave  the  Hero's  Heart  for  Thought  alone  to  paint. 

PART    II. 

NOW,  Mufe,  purfue  the  Satyriit  again, 
Wipe  off  the  Blots  of  his  invenom'd  Pen ; 
Hark,  how  he  bids  the  fervile  Painter  draw 
In  monftrous  Shapes,  the  Patrons  of  our  Law  ; 
At  one  flight  Dafh  he  cancels  every  Name 
From  the  white  Rolls  of  Honefty  and  Fame  : 
This  fcribling  Wretch  marks  all  he  meets  for  Knave, 
Shoots  fudden  Bolts  promifcueus  at  the  Bafe  and  Brave* 
And  with  unpardonable  Malice  fheds 
Poifon  and  Spite  on  undiftinguinYd  Heads. 
Painter,  forbear  ;  or  if  thy  bolder  Hand 
Dares  to  attempt  the  Villains  of  the  Land, 
Draw  firft  this  Poet,  like  fome  baleful  Star, 
With  filent  Influence  fhedding  Civil  War ; 
Or  factious  Trumpeter,  whofe  Magic  Sound 
Calls  off  the  Subjects  to  the  hoftile  Ground, 
And  fcatters  hellifh  Feuds  the  Nation  round. 
Thefe  are  the  Imps  of  Hell,  that  curfed  Tribe 
That  firft  create  $ie  Plague,  and  then  the  Pain  defcribe. 

Draw 
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Draw  next  above,  the  Great  Ones  of  our  Me, 
Still  from  the  Good  diitinguifhing  the  Vile ; 
Seat  'em  in  Pomp,  in  Grandeur,  and  Command, 
Peeling  the  Subjects  with  a  greedy  Hand  : 
Paint  forth  the  Knaves  that  have  the  Nation  fold, 
And  tinge  their  greedy  Looks  with  fordid  Gold. 
Mark  what  a  felfifh  Faction  undermines 
The  pious  Monarch's  generous  Defigns, 
Spoil  their  own  native  Land  as  Vipers  do, 
Vipers  that  tear  their  Mother's  Bowels  through. 
Let  Great  NaJ/au,  beneath  a  careful  Crown, 
Mournful  in  Majefty,  look  gently  down, 
Mingling  foft  Pity  with  an  awful  Frown  : 
He  grieves  to  fee  how  long  in  vain  he  ftrove 
To  make  us  bleft,  how  vain  his  Labours  prove 
To  fave  the  itubborn  Land  he  condescends  to  love. 

^£  ($j>    £fc>    <3b    tJ&    c3&    <£fe    C&>    <j&  fy[ 

¥0  the  Difcontenled  and  Unquiet. 
Imitated  partly  from  Cafimire,  B.  IV.  Od.  15. 

J/ ARIA,  there's  nothing  here  that's  frco 

*       From  wearifome  Anxiety  : 

And  the  whole  Round  of  mortal  Joys 

With  fhort  PoiTeihon  tires  and  cloys ; 

'Tis  a  dull  Circle  that  wc  tread, 

Juil  from  the  Window  to  the  Bed, 

Wc 


i 
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We  rife  to  fee  and  to  be  feen, 
Gaze  on  the  World  a  while,  and  then 
We  yawn,  and  ftretch  to  fleep  again. 
But  Fancy,  that  uneafy  Gueit, 
Sti'l  holds  a  Longing  in  ourBreaft  ; 
She  finds  or  frames  Vexations  frill, 
Her  felf  the  greateft.  Plague  we  feel. 
We  take  flrange  Pleafure  in  our  Pain, 
And  make  a  Mountain  of  a  Grain, 
AfiuiTie  the  Load,  and  pant  and  fweat 
Beneath  th'  imaginary  Weight. 

■1  our  dear  felves  we  live  at  Strife, 
While  the  moft  conftant  Scenes  of  Life 
From  peevifh  Humours  are  not  free  ; 
Still  we  arTecl  Variety : 
Rather  than  pafs  aneafyDay, 
We  fret  and  chide  the  Hours  away, 
Grow  weary  of  this  circling  Sun, 
And  vex  that  he  ihould  ever  run 
The  fame  old  Track  ;  and  Mill,  and  (till 
Pvife  red  behind  yon  Eaftern  Hill, 
And  chide  the  Moon  that  darts  her  Light 
Thro'  the  fame  Cafement  every  Night. 

We  fhift  our  Chambers,   and  our  Homes, 
To  dwell  where  Trouble  never  comes  ; 
Sylvia  has  left  the  City  Crowd, 
Againfl  the  Court  exclaims  aloud, 

s  to  the  Woods ;  a  Hermit-Saint  ! 
She  loaths  her  Patches,  Pins,  and  Paint, 
Dear  Diamonds  from  her  Neck  are  torn  : 
But  Humour,  that  Eternal  Thorn, 

M  Sticks 


} 
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Sticks  in  her  Heart :  file's  hurry M  IH>1, 
*Twixt  her  wild  Paflions  and  her  Will  : 
Haunted  and  hagg'd  where- e'er  fhe  roves, 
By  purling  Streams,  and  filent  Groves, 
Or  with  her  Furies,  or  her  Loves. 


Then  our  own  native  Land  we  hate, 
Too  cold,  too  windy,  or  too  wet ; 
Change  the  thick  Climate,   and  repair 
To  France  or  Italy  for  Air  ; 
In  vain  we  change,  in  vain  we  fly  ; 
Go,  Sjkria,  mount  the  whirling  Sky, 
Or  ride  upon  the  feather'd  Wind 
In  vain  ;  if  this  difeafed  Mind 
Clings  fall,  and  ftill  fits  clofe  behind. 
Faithful  Difeafe,  that  never  fails 
Attendance  at  her  Lady's  Side, 
Over  the  Defart  or  the  Tide, 
On  rolling  Wheels,  or  flying  Sails. 


} 


Happy  the  Soul  that  Virtue  mows 
To  fix  the  Place  of  Her  Repofe, 
Needlefs  to  move  ;  for  fhe  can  dwell 
In  her  old  Grandfire's  Hall  as  well. 
Virtue  that  never  loves  to  roam, 
Eut  fweetly  hides  her  felf  at  home. 
And  eafy  on  a  native  Throne 
Of  humble  Turf  fits  gently  down. 

Yet  mould  tumultuous  Storms  arife, 
And  mingle  Earth,  and  Seas,  and  Skies, 
Should  the  Waves  fwell,  and  make  her  roll 
Acr cn?>  the  Line,  or  near  the  Pole, 

Still 
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St31  (he's  at  Peace  ;  for  well  me  knows 
To  launch  the  Stream  that  Duty  fnows, 
And  makes  her  Home  where'er  fhe  goes, 
Bear  her,  ye  Seas,  upon  your  Breaft, 
Or  waft  her,    Winds,  from  Eaft  to  Weft 
On  the  foft  Air ;   fhe  cannot  find 
A  Couch  fo  eafy  as  her  Mind, 
Nor  breathe  a  Climate  half  fo  kind. 


I 

} 


T  O 
JOHN    H  A  R  T  0  P  P,  Efq; 

NOW 

Sir    JOHN    H  A  R  T  0  P  p,     Bart. 
Cqfimirej  Book  I.   Ode  4.  imitated. 
Vivejucimda  metuens  juventa^  &c. 

July  I/OO. 

L 

LIVE,   my  dear  HARTOPP,  live  to  Day, 
Nor  let  the  Sun  look  down  and  fay, 
"  Inglorious  here  he  lies, 
Shake  off  your  Eafe,    and  fend  your  Name 
To  Immortality  and  Fame, 
By  ev'ry  Hour  that  flies. 

JI. 
Youth's  a  foft  Scene,  but  trull  her  not : 
Her  airy  Minutes,    fwift  as  Thought, 

Slide  off  the  flippVy  Sphere  ; 
Moons  with  their  Months  make  hafty  Round*, 

M  2  The 
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The  Sun  has  pafs'd  his  vernal  Bounds, 

And  whirls  about  the  Year. 

IIL 
Let  Folly  drefs  in  green  and  red, 
And  gird  her  Wafle  with  flowing  Gold 
Knit  bluihing  Rofes  round  her  Head, 
Alas !    the  gaudy  Colours  fade, 

The  Garment  waxes  old. 
HJRTOPP,  mark  the  withering  Rofe, 
And  the  pale  Gold  how  dim  it  fhows  ! 

IV. 
Bright  and  lading  Blifs  below 

Is  all  Romance  and  Dream  ; 
Only  the  Joys  celeflial  flow 

In  an  eternal  Stream, 
ThePleafures  that  thefmiKng  Day 

With  large  Right  Hand  bellows, 
Falfely  her  Left  conveys  away, 

And  muffles  in  our  Woes. 
So  have  I  feen  a  Mother  play, 

And  cheat  her  filly  Child, 
She  gave  and  took  a  Toy  away, 

The  Infant  cry'd  and  fmil'd. 

V. 
Airy  Chance,  and  Iron  Fate 
j-yurry  and  vex  our  mortal  State, 
And  all  the  Race  ofjlls  create  ; 

Now  fiery  Joy,  now.fullen  Grief,  J 

Commands  the  Reins  of  human  Life, 

The  Wheels  impetuous  roll ; 


■A 
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The  harneft  Hours  and  Minutes  drive, 
And  Days  with  ftretching  Pinions  drive 

down  fiercely  on  the  Goal. 

VI. 
Not  half  fo  fall  the  Gaily  flies 

O'er  the  Venetian  Sea, 
When  Sails,  and  Oars,  and  labVing  Skies 

Contend  to  make  her  Way. 
Swift  Wings  for  all  the  Hying  Hours 

The  God  of  Time  prepares, 
The  reft  lie  ftill  yet  in  their  Nefl 

And  grow  for  future  Years, 

T  O 

THOMAS  G  U  N  S  T  0  N,  Efq; 

1700. 

Happy  Solitude. 

Co/mire^  Book IV.  Ode.  12.  Imitated. 

Quid  me  latent  em,  &c. 

I. 

TH  E  noify  World  complains  of  me 
That  I  mould  fhun  their  Sight,  and  flee 
\  nits,  and  Crowds,  and  Company. 
GUXSTON,  the  Lark  dwells  in  her  Nefl 

1  fhe  afcend  the  Skies ; 
And  in  my  Clofet  I  could  reft 
Till  to  the  Heavens  I  rife. 

M  3  II.  Yet 
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II. 

Yet  they  will  urge,  "  This  private  Life 

M  Can  never  make  you  bleft, 

"  And  tv/enty  Doors  are  ftill  at  flrife 
M  T'  engage  you  for  a  Gueft. 
Friend,  mould  the  Towers  of  Wind/or  or  Whitehall 

Spread  open  their  inviting  Gates 

To  make  my  Entertainment  gay  ; 

I  would  obey  the  Royal  Call, 
But  fhort  mould  be  my  Stay, 

Since  a  diviner  Service  waits 
T'  employ  my  Hours  at  home,  and  better  fill  the  Day. 

III. 

When  I  within  my  Self  retreat, 

I  fhut  my  Doors  againfl  the  Great ; 

My  bufy  Eyeballs  inward  roll, 

And  there  with  large  Survey  I  fee 

All  the  wide  Theatre  of  Me, 
And  view  the  various  Scenes  of  my  retiring  Sou! ; 
There  I  walk  o'er  the  Mazes  I  have  trod, 
While  Hope  and  Fear  are  in  a  doubtful  Strife, 

Whether  this  Opera  of  Life 
Be  a&ed  well  to  gain  the  Plaudit  of  my  God. 

IV. 
There's  a  Day  haftning,  ('tis  an  awful  Day  !) 
When  the  Great  Sovereign  ihall  at  large  review 

All  that  we  fpeak,  and  all  we  do, 
The  feveral  Parts  we  act  on  this  wide  Stage  of  Clay  '. 

Thefe  he  approves,   and  thofe  he  blames, 
And  crowns  perhaps  a  Porter,  and  a  Prince  he  damns. 
©  if  the  Judge  from  his  tremendous  Seat 

Shall  not  condemn  what  1  have  done, 

I  (hall 
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I  mall  be  happy  tho'  unknown, 
Nor  need  the  gazing  Rabble,  nor  the  fhouting  Street. 

V. 
I  hate  the  G/^',  Friend,  thatfprings 
From  vulgar  Breath,  and  empty  Sound  5 
Fame  mounts  her  upward  with  a  flatfring  Gale 

Upon  her  airy  Wings, 
Till  Envy  moots,  and  Fame  receives  the  Wound  ; 
Then  her  nagging  Pinions  fail, 
Down  Glory  falls    and  ftrikes  the  Ground, 
And  breaks  her  batter'd  Limbs. 
Rather  let  me    be  quite  conceaPd  from  Fame ; 
How  happy  I  fhould  lie 
In  fweet  Obfcurity, 
Nor  the  loud  World  pronounce  my  little  Name  ! 
Here  I  could  live  and  die  alone  ; 
Or  if  Society  be  due 
To  keep  our  tafte  of  Pleafure  new, 

G  UNS  TO  N,  I'd  live  and  die  with  you, 
For  both  our  Souls  are  one. 
VL 
Here  we  could  fit  and  pafs  the  Hour, 
And  pity  Kingdoms,    and  their  Kings, 
And  fmile  at  all  their  mining  Things, 
Their  Toys  of  State,   and  Images  of  Power  ; 
Virtue  ihould  dwell  within  our  Seat, 
Virtue  alone  could  make  it  fweet, 
Nor  is  her  felf  fecure,   but  in  a  cloie  Retreat. 
While  me  withdraws  from  public  Praift 
Envy  perhaps  would  ceafe  to  rail, 
Envy  itfelf  may  innocently  gaze 
At  Beauty  in  a  Vail : 

M  4  But 
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But  if  fhe  once  advance  to  Light, 
Her  Charms  are  loft  in  Envfs  Sight, 
And  Virtue  faxife  the  Mark  of  univerfal  Spight. 

T  O 
JOHN     H  A  R  f  0  P  P,  Efqr 
N  O  W 
Sir    JOHN    H  A  RT  0  P  P>    Bart. 

^he  Difdain. 


I. 

HART  OP  P,  I  love  the  Soul  that  dares 
Tread  the  Temptations  of  his  Years 

Beneath  his  youthful  Feet : 
F  LE  ETWO  O  D  and  all  thy  heavenly  Line 
Look  thro'  the  Stars,  and  fmile  divine 

Upon  an  Heir  fo  great. 
Young  HART  OP  P  knows  this  noble  Theme, 
That  the  wild  Scenes  of  bufy  Life, 
The  Noife,  th'  Amufements,  and  the  Strife 
Are  but  the  Vifions  of  the  Night, 
Gay  Phantoms  of  deluhve  Light, 

Or  a  vexatious  Dream. 

II. 
Flefh  is  the  vileft  and  the  leaft 

Ingredient  of  our  Frame  : 
Were  born  to  live  above  the Beaft, 

Or  quit  the  manly  Name. 


1700, 


Pkafures 
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Pleafures  of  Senfe  we  leave  for  Boys ; 
Be  mining  Duft'the  Mifer's  Food ; 
Let  Fancy  feed  on  Fame  and  Noife, 
Souls  mull  purfue  diviner  Joys, 
Andfeizetlv  Immortal  Good. 


*S8»  «S  >  «>§>  «£>  «>$$*  *^  *^  *®** 

T  O 

M  IT  I  0,  my   Friend. 

An  E  P  I  S  T  L  E. 

F  ORG  IV  E  me,  MITIO,  that  there  Jhould  be 
any  mortifying  Lines  in  the  following  Poems  infcrihed  to 
you,  fofoon  after  your  Entrance  into  that  State  which  wa? 
defignd  for  tie  ccmpleateji  Happinefis  on  Earth:  But  you 
will quickly  d fever,  that  the  Muffin  the  fir Jl  Poem  only 
reprefients  the  Shades  and  dark  Colours  that  melanchcly 
ws  upon  Love,  and  the  Social  Life.  In  the  fecond,  per* 
bapsjhe  indulges  her  own  bright  Ideas  a  little.  Yet  if  the 
Accounts  an  il  balanced  at  laft,  and  Things  fet  in  a 

due  Light,  I  hope    there  is    no  Ground  for  Cenfiure.     Here 
\ .  ill  find  an  dttemf  t  talk  of  one  of  fhe   mofi  im- 

.    Ptrfi,    and  that  ^ith 
a    Solemnity    Ir  the    Argurne?it.      J     have  banr 

vie,     that     Perfons    of  the   mo  ft  fieri gus 

'written  i~c- 
to  your  fit  If  is    ,  r'lH 

Id  1  but  ,  ur  fitlfi  as  a 

- 
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4 


The  Mourning' Piece. 

LIF  E's  along  Tragedy  :  This  Globe  the  Stage, 
Well  fix'd  and  well  adorn'd  with  ftrong  Machines, 
Gay  Fields,  and  Skies,   and  Seas:  The  Adors  many : 
The  Plot  immenfe :  A  Flight  of  Demons  fit 
On  every  failing  Cloud  with  fatal  Purpofe ; 
And  ihoot  acrofs  the  Scenes  ten  thoufand  Arrows 
Perpetual  and  unfeen,  headed  with  Pain, 
With  Sorrow,  Infamy,  Difeafe  and  Death. 
The  pointed  Plagues  fly  filent  thro'  the  Air 
Nor  twangs  the  Bow,  yet  fure  and  deep  the  Wound. 

Dianthe  ads  her  little  Part  alone, 
Nor  wifhes  an  aiTociate.     Lo  fhe  glides 
Single  thro'  all  the  Storm,  and  more  fecure  ; 
Lefs  are  her  Dangers,  and  her  Breail  receives 
The  fewefl  Darts.     "  But,  O  my  lovd  Manila, 
%l  My  Sifter,  once  my  Friend,  [Dianthe  cries) 
"  How  much  art  thou  expos'd !  Thy  growing  Soul 
"  Doubled  in  Wedlock,  multiply 'din  Children, 
*  Stands  but  the  broader  Mark  for  all  the  Mifchiefs 
*'  That  rove  promifcuous  o'er  the  mortal  Stage  : 
u  Children,  thofe  dear  young   Limbs,    thole  tendered 

Pieces 
M  Of  your  own  Flefh,  thofe  little  other  Selves, 
k<  How  they  dilate  the  Heart  to  wide  Dimenfions, 
"  And  foften  every  Fibre  to  improve 
44  The  Mother's  fad  Capacity  of  Pain  ? 

"  I  mourn 
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u  I  mourn  Fidelio  too  ;  tho'  Heaven  has  chofe 
"  A  Favourite  Mate  for  him,   of  all  her  Sex 
"  The  Pride  and  Flower  :  How  bleft  the  lovely  Pair, 
w  Beyond  Exprefhon,  if  we'll  mingled  Loves 
"  And  Woes  well  mingled  could  improve  our  Blifs  ! 
"  Amidft  the  rugged  Cares  of  Life  behold 
««  The  Father  and  the  Hufband  ;  flattering  Names, 
M  That  fpread  his  Title,  and  enlarge  his  Share 
"   Of  common  Wretchednefs.     He  fondly  hopes 
"  To  multiply  his  Joys,   but  every  Hour 
"  Renews  the  Difappointment  and  the  Smart. 
"  There  not  a  Wound  afflicts  the  meaneit  Joint 
11  Cf  his  fair  Partner,  or  her  Infant-Train, 
"  (Sweet  Babes  !)  but  pierces  to  his  Inmoft  Soul. 
"  Strange  is  thy  Power,  O  Love  !  what  numerous  Veins* 
11  And  Arteries,  and  Arms,   and  Hands,  and  Eyes, 
vl  Are  limVd  and  faften'd  to  a  Lover's  Heart, 
'"  By  flrong  but  fecret  Strings  !  with  vain  Attempt 
u  We  put  the  Stoic  on,  in  vain  we  try 
"  To  break  the  Ties  of  Nature  and  of  Blood  ; 
"  Thofe  hidden  Threads  maintain  the  dear  Communion 
u  Inviolably  firm  :  their  thrilling  Motions 
"  Reciprocal  give  endlefs  Sympathy 
u  In  all  the  Bitters  and  the  Sweets  of  Life. 
"  Thrice  happy  Man,  if  Pleafure  only  knew 
u  Thcfe  Avenues  of  Love  to  reach  our  Souls, , 
"  And  Pain  had  never  found  'em  ! 

Thus  fang  the  tuneful  Maid,  fearful  to  try 
The  bold  Experiment.  me, 

And  oft  NaniJ/us,  Rivals  of  her  Heart, 
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Luring  her  Eyes  with  Trifles  dipt  in  Gold,         9 

And  the  gay  filken  Bondage.     Firm  fhe  flood, 

And  bold  repulsed  the  bright  Temptation  Ml, 

Nor  put  the  Chains  on;   dangerous  to  try, 

And  hard  to  be  diffolv'd.     Yet  rifmg  Tears 

Sate   on  her  Eye-lids,   while  her  Numbers  flow'd 

Harmonious  Sorrow  ;  and  the  pitying  Drops 

Stole  down  her  Cheeks,  to  mourn  the  haplefs  State 

Of  mortal  Love.     Love,  thou  bell  Blemng  fent 

To  foften  Life,  and  make  our  Iron  Cares 

Eafy  :  But  thy  own  Cares  of  fofter  kind 

Give  iharper  Wounds  :    they  lodge  too  near  the  Heart, 

Beat,  like  the  Pulfe,    perpetual,   and  create 

A  ftrange  uneafy  Senfe,   a  tempting  Pain. 

s    Say,  my  Companion  M  IT 10,  fpeak  fincere, 

(For  thou  art  learned  now)  what  anxious  Thoughts, 

What  kind  Perplexities  tumultuous  rife, 

If  but  the  Abfence  of  a  Day  cfivide 

Thee  from  thy  fair  beloved  !  Vainly  fmiles 

The  cheariul  Sun,   and  Night  with  radiant  Eyes 

Twinkles  in  vain  :  The  Region  of  thy  Soul 

Is  Darknefs,  till  thy  better  Star  appear. 

Tell  me,  what  Toil,  what  Torment  to  fuftain 

The  rolling  Burthen  of  the  tedious  Hours  ? 

The  tedious  Hours  are  Ages.     Fancy  roves 

Reitlefsinfond  Enquiry,   nor  believes 

Charijfa  fafe  :  Charijffa,   in  whofe  Life 

Thy  Life  confifts,  and  in  her  Comfort  thine. 

Fear  and  Surmife  put  on  a  thoufand  Forms 

Of  dear  Difquietude,  and  round  thine  Ears 

Whifper 
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Vhifper  ten  thoufand  Dangers,  endlefs  Woes, 

fill  thy  Frame  fhudders  at  her  fancy  M  Death  ; 

Then  dies  uiy  M  I  T  I O,  and  his  Blood  creeps  cold 

Thro'  every  Vein.     Speak,  does   the   Stranger-Mufe 

Taft  happy  GuefTes  at  the  unknown  Paflion, 

>  has  ihe  fabled  all  ?  Inform  me,  Friend, 

\re  half  thy  Joys  fincere  ?  Thy  Hopes  fulfiiPd, 

3r  fruftrate  :  Here  commit  thy  fecret  Griefs 

To  faithful  Ears,  and  be  they  bury'd  here 

!n  Friendship  and  Oblivion  ;  left  they  fpoil 

Thy  new  born  Pleafures  with  diftafleful  Gall. 

Nor  let  thine  Eye  too  greedily  drink  in 

The  frightful  Profped,  when  untimely  Death 

Shall  make  wild  Inroads  on  a  Parent's  Heart, 

And  his  dear  Offspring  to  the  cruel  Grave 

Are  dragg'd  in  fad  SucceiTion,  while  his  Soul 

Is  torn  away  Piece  Meal  :  Thus  dies  the  Wretch 

A  various  Death,  and  frequent,   e'er  he  quit 

The  Theatre,  and  make  his  Exit  final . 

But  if  his  deareft  Half,  his  faithful  Mate 
Survive,    and  in  the  fweeteft.  faddeft  Airs 
Of  Love  and  Grief,   approach  with  trembling  Hand 
To  clofe  his  fwiming  Eyes,  what  double  Pangs, 
What  Racks,  what  Twinges  rend  his  Heart-firings  off 
From  the  Fair  Boibm  of  that  Fellow-Dove 
He  leaves  behind  to  mourn  ?  What  jealous  Cares 
Hang  on  his  parting  Soul,  to  think  his  Love 
Expos'd  to  wild  Opprefibn,  and  the  Herd 
Of  lavage  Men  r  So  parts  the  dying  Turtle 
,Wkh  fobbing  Accents,  with  fuch  Regret 

Leaves 
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Leaves  his  kind  feather'd  Mate  :  The  Widow-Bird 
Wanders  in  lonefome  Shades,  forgets  her  Food, 
Forgets  her  Life  ;   or  falls  a  fpeedier  Prey 
To  talon'd  Faulcons,  and  the  crooked  Beak 
Of  Hawks  athirfl  for  Blood 


The  Second  P  A  R  T:  or 

The  bright  Vijion. 

THUS  far  the  Mufe,  in  unaccuftom'd  iMood, 
And  Strains  unpleailng  to  a  Lover's  Ear, 
Indulg'da  Gloom  of  Thought  ;  and  thus  fhe  fang 
Partial ;  for  Mdaneholfs  hateful  Form 
Stood  by  in  fable  Robe  :   The  penfive  Mufe 
Survey'd  the  darkfcme  Scenes  of  Life,   and  fought 
Some  bright  relieving  Glinpie,  ibme  cordial  Ray 
In  the  fair  World  of  Love  :  But  while  ihe  gaz'd 
Delightful  on  the  State  of  Twin-born  Souls 
United,  biefs'd,  the  cruel  Shade   apply'd 
A  dark  long  Tube,    and  a  falfe  tinctured  Glafs 
Deceitful ;  blending  Love  and  Life  at  once 
In  Darknefs,  Chaos,   and  the  common  Mais 
Of  Mifery  :  Now  Urania  feels  the  Cheat, 
And  breaks  the  hated  Optic  in  Difdain, 
Swift  vanifhcs  the  fullen  Form,  and  lo 
The  Scene  mines  bright  with  blifs  :  Behold  the  Place 
Where  Miichiefs  never  hV}  Cares  never  come 
With  wrinkled  Brow,  nor  Anguifh,   nor  Difeafe, 

Ncr 
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Kjor  Malice  forky-tongu'd.     On  this  dear  Spot, 
MIT  10,  my  Love  would  fix  and  plant  thy  Station 
To  aft  thy  Part  of  Life,  ferene  and  bleft 
With  the  fair  Confort  fitted  to  thy  Heart. 

Sure  'tis  a  Vifion  of  that  happy  Grove 
Where  the  firfl  Authors  of  our  mournful  Race 
Liv'd  in  fweet  Partnerfhip  !  one  Hour  they  liv'd, 
Butchang'd  the  tailed  Biifs  (imprudent  Pair  !) 
For  Sin,  and  Shame,  and  this  wafte  Vvildernefs 
Of  Briars,   and  nine  hundred  Years  of  Pain. 
The  wifhing  iVluie  new  drefies  the  fair  Garden 
Amid  this  Defart- World,  with  budding  Blifs, 
And  Ever  Greens,    and  Balms,   and  flow'ry  Beauties 
Without  one  dangerous  Tree ;  There  heavenly  Dews 
Rightly  defcending  mall  impearl  the  Grafs 
And  verdant  Herbage  ;  Drops  of  Fragrancy 
Sit  trembling  on  the  Spires  :  The  fpicy  Vapours 
Rife  with  the  Dawn,    and  thro1  the  Air  diftus'd 
Salute  your  waking  Senfes  with  Perfume  : 
While  vital  Fruits  with  their  Ambrofial  Juice 
Renew  Life's  purple  Flood  and  Fountain,  pure     - 
From  vicious  Taint  ;  and  with  your  Innocence 
Immortalize  the  Structure  of  your  Clay. 
On  this  new  Paradife  the  cloudlefs  Skies 
Shall  fmile  perpetual,  while  the  Lamp  of  Day 
With  Flames  unfully'd,    (as  the  fabled  Torch 
Of  Hymen)  meafures  out  your  golden  Hours 
Along  his  Azure  Road.     The  nuptial  Moon 
In  milder  Rays  ferene,    mould  nightly  rife 
Full-orb\l  (if  Heaven  and  Nature  will  indulge 


So 
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So  fair  an  Emblem;  big  with  Silver  Joys, 

And  flill  forget  her  Wane.     The  feather'd  Choir 

Warbling  their  Maker's  Praife  on  early  Wing, 

Or  perch'd  on  Evening  Bough,   fhall  join  your  Wormip. 

Join  your  fweet  Vefpers,  and  the  Morning  Song. 

O  facred  Symphony  !  Hark,  thro'  the  Grove 
I  hear  the  Sound  Divine  !  I'm  all  Attention, 
All  Ear~  all  Extafy  ;  unknown  Delight ! 
And  the  fair  Mufe  proclaims  the  Heav'n  below. 

Not  the  Seraphic  Minds  of  high  Degree 
Difdain  Converfe  with  Men :  Again  returning 
I  fee  th1  Ethereal  Holt,  on  downward  Wing. 
Lo,  at  the  Eaftern  Gate  young  Cherubs  Hand 
Guardians,  commifiion'd  to  convey  their  Joys 
To  earthly  Lovers.     Go,  ye  happy  Pair, 
Go  tafte  their  Banquet,  learn  the  nobler  Pleafures 
Supernal,  and  from  brutal  Dregs  refin'd, 
Raphael  fhall  teach  thee,  Friend,   exalted  Thoughts 
And  intellectual  Blifs.     'Twas  Raphael  taught 
The  Patriarch  of  our  Progeny  th1  Affairs 
Of  Heaven  :  (So  Milton  fings,   enlightned  Bard  ! 
Nor  mifs'd  his  Eyes,  when  in  fublimefl  Strain 
The  Angel's  great  Narration  he  repeats 
To  Jlbions  Sons  high  favoured)  Thou  (halt   learn 
Celeftial  LeiTons  from  his  awful  Tongue  ; 
And  with  foft  Grace  and  interwove/i  Loves 
(Grateful  Digreffion)  all  his  Words  rehearfe 
To  thy  ChariJJas  Ear,  and  charm  her  Soul. 
Thus  with  divine  Difcourfe,  in  fhady  Bovvers 
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)f  Eden,  our  firlt  Father  entertain'd 

\<ve  hlo  fole  Auditrefs ;  and  deep  Difpute 

rVith  conjugal  Care/Fas  on  her  Lip 

oolv'd  eafy,    and  abftrufeit  Thoughts  reveaVd. 

Now  the  Day  wears  apace,  now  M  IT  I O  comes 
?rom  his  bright  Tutor,   and  finds  out  his  Mate. 
Behold  the  dear  Afibciates  feated  low 
3n  humble  Turf,  with  Kofe  and  Myrtle  fxrow'd  ; 
But  high  their  Conference  !  how  felf-fufhVd 
Lives  their  Eternal  Maker,  girt  around 
With  Glories  :  anrfd  with  Thunders  ;  and  his  Throne 
VTortal  Accefs  forbids,  projecting  far 
Splendors  unfufterable  and  radiant  Death. 
With  Reverence  and  Abafement  deep  they  fall 
Jefore  his  Sovereign  Majefty,  to  pay 
Due  Worfhip :  Then  his  Mercy  on  their  Souls 
Jmiles  with  a  gentler  Ray,  but  Sovereign  (till ; 
\nd  leads  their  Meditation  and  Difcourfe 
Long  Ages  backward,   and  acrofs  the  Seas 
ro  Bethlehem  of  Judah :  There  the  Son, 
rhe  filial  Godhead,   Character  exprefs 
Df  Brightnefs  inexpreffible,    laid  by 
rlis  beamy  Robes,  and  made  Defcent  to  Earth 
Iprung  from  the  Sons  of  Adam  he  became 
\  fecond  Father,  fludiousto  regain 
-oft  Paradife  for  Men,  and  pur  chafe  Heav'n. 

The  Lovers  with  Indearment  mutual  thus 
'romiicuous  taik'd,  and  Qucftions  intricate 
iis  manly  Judgment  Hill  reiolv'd,   and  ftill 
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Held  her  Attention  nVd  :  (he  mufing  fat 

On  the  fweet  mention  of  Incarnate  Love, 

Till  Rapture  wak'd  her  Voice  to  fofteft  Strains. 

"  She  fang  the  Infant  God  ;  (myfterious  Theme  !) 

"  How  vile  his  Birth-place,  and  his  Cradle  vile! 

"  The  Ox  and  A(s  his  mean  Companions  ;  there 

u  In  Habit  vile  the  Shepherds  flock  around, 

'<  Saluting  the   great  Mother,    and  adore 

"  IfracP*  anointed  King,   the  appointed  Heir 

"  Of  the  Creation.     How  debas'd  he  lies 

<;  Beneath  his  Regal  State;  for  thee,  my   MIT  10, 

**  Debased  in  fervile  Form  ;  but  Angels  fiood 

"  Miniftring  round  their  Charge  with  folded  Wings 

*  Obfequious,  tho1  unfeen ;  while  lightibme  Hours 

"  Fulfilled  the  Day,  and  the  grey  Evening  rofe. 

"  Then  the  fair  Guardians  hov'ring  o'er  his  Head 

u  Wakeful  all  Night,  drive  the  foul  Spirits  far, 

"  And  with  their  fanning  Pinions  purge  the  Air 

u  From  bufy  Phantoms,  from  infectious  Damps , 

**  And  impure  Taint ;  while  their  Ambrofial  Plumes 

"  A  dewy  Slumber  on  his  Senfes  fried. 

"  Alternate  Hymns  the  heavenly  Watchers  fung 

"  Melodious,  foothing  the  furrounding  Shades, 

'<  And  kept  the  Darknefs  chafte   and  holy.     Then 

"  Midnight  was  charm'd,  and  all  her  gazing  Eyes 

"  Wonder'd  to  fee  their  mighty  Maker  fleep. 

"  Behold  the  Glooms  difperfe,  the  rofy  Morn 

«<  Smiles  in  the  Eafl  with  Eye-lids  opening  fair, 

"  But  not  fo  fair  as  Thine  ;  O  I  could  fold  Thee, 

"  My  young  Almighty,  my  Creator-Babe, 

•'  For  ever  in  thefe  Arms !  For  ever  dwell 
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1  Upon  thy  lovely  Form  with  gazing  Joy, 

g  AvA  every  Pulfe  mould  beat  Seraphic  Love  ; 

■  Around  my  Seat  mould  croudirig  Cherubs  come 

:<  With  fwift  Ambition,    zealous  to  attend 

:i  Their  Prince,   and  Form  a  Heav'n  below  the  Sky. 

"  Forbear,  Char  if  a,  O  forbear  the  Thought 
I  Of  Female- Fondnefs,   and  forgive  the  Man 
f  That  interrupts  futh  melting  Harmony  ! 
Thus  M IT  10 1  and  awakes  her  nobler  Powers 
To  pay  juft  Worfhip  to  the  facred  King, 
JESUS,  the  God  ;  nor  with  Devotion  pure 
Mix  the  CarefTes  of  her  fofter  Sex  ; 
(Vain  Blandifhment)  £<  Come,  turn  thine  Eyesaf.de 
I  From  Bcthleem,   and  climb  up  the  doleful  Steep 
I  Of  bloody  Calvary,  where  naked  Sculls 
I  Pave  the  fad  Road,  and  fright  the  Traveller. 
N  Can  my  Beloved  bear  to  trace  the  Feet 
*  Of  her  Redeemer  panting  up  the  Hill 
f  Hard  burden'd  ?  Can  thy  Fleart  attend  his  Crofs  ? 
P  NaiPd  to  the  cruel  Wood  he  groans,  he  dies, 
"  For  thee  he  dies.     Beneath  thy  Sins  and  mine 
I   (Horrible  Load  !)   the  fmlefs  Saviour  groans, 
J?  And  in  fierce  Anguifhof  his  Soul  expires. 
I  Adoring  Angels  pry  with  bending  Head 
I  Searching  the  deep  Contrivance,  and  admire 
r  This  Infinite  Defign.     Here  Peace  is  made 
¥  'Twixt  God  the  Sovereign,  and  the  Rebel  Man  : 
M  Here  Satan  overthrown  with  all  his  Ho 
"  In  fecond  Ruin  rages  and  defpairs  ; 
"  Malice  itfelf  defpairs.     The  Captive  Prey 
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c    Long  held  in  Slavery  hopes  a  fweet  Releafe, 

(i  And  j4dam\Tuin>d  Offspring  (hall  revive 

"  Thus  ranfoirfd  from  the  greedy  Jaws  of  Death. 

The  faip  Difciple  heard  :   her  PaiTions  move 
Harmonious  to  the  great  Difcourfe,  and  breathe 
Refin'd  Devotion  :  while  new  Smiles  of  Love 
Repay  her  Teacher.     Both  with  bended  Knees 
Read  o'er  the  Covenant  of  Eternal  Life 
Brought  down  to  Men  ;  feal'd  by  the  facred  Three 
In  Heav'n ;  and  feaPd  on  Earth  with  God's  own  Blood. 
Here  they  unite  their  Names  again,  and  fign 
Thofe  peaceful  Articles.     (Hail,    blefl  Co-heirs 
Celeftial !  Ye  (hall  grow  to  manly  Age, 
And  fpite  of  Earth  and  Hell,  in  feafon  due 
PofTefs  the  fair  Inheritance  above.) 
With  joyous  Admiration  they  furvey 
The  Gofpel  Treafures  infinite,  unfeen 
By  mortal  Eye,  by  mortal  Ear  unheard, 
And  unconceiv'd  by  Thought  :  Riches  Divine 
And  Honours  which  the  Almighty  Father- God 
Pour'd  with  immenfe  Profufion  on  his  Son, 
High-Treafurer  of  Heaven.     The  Son  bellows 
The  Life,  the  Love,  the  Blefiing,   and  the  Joy 
On  Bankrupt  mortals  who  believe  and  love 
His  Name.     "  Then,   my  ChaHJJay  all  is  thine. 
"  And  thine,  my  MI 7 10,  the  fair  Saint  replies. 
"  Life,  Death,  the  World  below,   and  Worlds  on  high, 
w  And  Place,  and  Time,  are  ours ;  and  Things  to  come, 
11  And  pad,  and  prefent,  for  our  Intereft  Hands 
"  Firm  in  our  Myitic  Head,  the  Title  fure. 
*  'Tis  for  our  Health  and  fweet  Refrefhment,  while 

"  We 


.red  /jVirtue,  &c.  2  4 1 

We  fojourn  Strangers  here,  the  fruitful  Earth 
"  Bears  plenteous ;  and  revolving  Seaioi. 
"  Drefs  her_vafl  Globe  in  various  Ornament. 
"  For  us  this  chearful  Sun  -arful  L: . 

u  Diurnal  mine. 

"   Hangs,  a  rich  Canopy  above  oar. Head 
<f  Covering  our  Slumber:,   all  with  ftarry  Gold 
"  Inwrought,  whei  :  alternates  her  Return. 

"  For  us  Time  ut  :  Nature  keeps 

"  Her  Wheel:  in  Morion  :   and  her  Fabric.k  itands. 
;   "  Glories  beyond  cur  Ken  0. 
iring,  and  a 
i(  Awaits  u  e  the  Sai  live. 

*'  Spirits  released  from  Clay,  and  purg'd  from  Sin  : 
u  Thither  our  Hearts  with  m  .fn 

"  Panting  afpire  ;  when  fhalHhat  deareft  Hour 
"  Shine  and  releafe  us  hence,  and  bear  us  high, 
u  Bear  us  at  once  unfever'd  to  our  better  Home  ? 

O  blefl  connubial  State  !  O  happy  Pair, 
Envy'd  by  yet  unfociated  Souls 
Who  feek  their  faithful  Twins !  Your  Pleafures  rife 
*  Sweet  as  the  Morn,  advancing  as  the  Day, 
Fervent  as  glorious  Noon,  ferenely  calm 
As  Summer-Evenings.     The  viie  Sons  of  Earth 
Groveling  in  Dull:  with  all  their  noify  Jars 
Keillefs,  mall  interrupt  your  Jo)  s  no  more 
Than  barking  Animals  arfright  the  Moon 
Sublime,  and  riding  in  her  Midnight  Way. 
Friendship  and  Love  (hall  undiftinguiuVd  reign 
O'er  all  your  Pailions  with  unrival'd  Sv 
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Mutual  and  everlafting  :  Friendship  knows 

No  Property  in  Good,   but  all  Things  common 

That  each  porTefTes,    as  the  Light  or  Air 

In  which  we  breathe  and  live  :  There's  not  one  Thought 

Can  lurk  in  clofe  Reierve,    no  Barriers  nVd, 

But  every  PafTage  open  as  the  Day 

To  one  another's  Breaft,  and  irmoft  Mind. 

Thus  by  Communion  your  Delight  mail  grow, 

Thus  Streams  of  mingled  Bills  fwell  higher  as  they  flow, 

Thus  Angels  mix  their  Flames,  and  more  divinely  glow. 

The  Third  P  A  R  T  :  Or 
The  Account  balanced. 


L 

SHOULD  Sovereign  Love  before  me  ftand, 
With  all  his  Train  of  Pomp  and  State, 
And  bid  the  daring  Mufe  relate 

His  Comforts  and  his  Cares  ; 
MIT  70,  I  would  not  afk  the  Sand 
For  Metaphors  t'  exprefs  their  Weight, 
Nor  borrow  Numbers  from  the  Stars. 
Thy  Cares  and  Comforts,   fovereign  Love, 
Vaftly  out  weigh  the  Sand  below, 
And  to  a  larger  Audit  grow 

Than  all  the  Stars  above. 
Thy  mighty  LofTes  and  thy  Gains 

Are  their  own  mutual  Meafures  ; 
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Only  the  Man  that  knows  thy  Pains 
Can  reckon  up  thy  Pieafures. 

II. 

Say,    Damon,  fay,  how  bright  the  Scene, 

Damon  is  half-divinely  bleft, 
,eaning  his  Head  on  his  FloreKa\  Breafl 
Without  a  jealous  Thought,  or  bufy  Care  between: 

Then  the  fvveet  Paflions  mix  and  fhare  j 

Threlia  tells  thee  all  her  Heart, 
Jor  can  thy  Soul's  remoteft  Part 
hnceal  a  Thought  or  Wiflj  from  the  beloved  Fair. 

Say,  what  a  Pitch  thy  Pleafures  fly, 
Vhcn  Friendfhip  all  fincere  grows  up  to  Ecitacy 
for  felf  contracts  the  Blifs,  nor  Vice  pollutes  the  Joy, 

While  thy  dear  Offspring  round  thee  fit, 
)r  fporting  innocently  at  thy  Feet 
Thy  kindeft  Thoughts  engage  : 

Thofe  little  Images  of  Thee, 

What  pretty  Toys  of  Youth  they  be, 
And  growing  Props  of  Age  ! 
III. 
lutlhort  is  earthly  Blifs !  The  changing  Wind 

Clows  from  the  fickly  South,  and  brings 
Btlignant  Fevers  on  its  fultry  Wings, 

Relentlefs  Death  fits  clofe  behind  : 
^Jow  gafping  Infants,   and  a  Wife  in  Tears, 

With  piercing  Groans  falutes  his  Ears, 
rhro'  every  Vein  the  thrilling  Torments  roll ; 

While  Sweet  and  Bitter  are  at  Strife 

In  thofe  dear  Miferies  of  Life, 
rhofe  tendereft  Pieces  of  his  bleeding  Soul. 


The 
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The  pleafing  Senfe  of  Love  awhile 
Mixt  with  the  Heart  ake  may  the  Pain  beguile,' 

And  make  a  feeble  Fight  :  v 

'Till  Sorrows  like  a  gloomy  Deluge  rife, 

Then  every  fmiling  Pafiion  dies, 

And  hope  alone  with  wakeful  Eyes 
Darkling  and  iblitary  waits  the  flow  returning  Light. 

IV. 

Here  then  let  my  Ambition  reft, 

I\laylbe  moderately  bleft 

When  I  the  Laws  of  Love  obey  • 

Let  but  my  Pleafure  and  my  Pain 

In  equal  Balance  ever  reign, 

Or  mount  by  Turns  and  link  again, 
And  fharejuft  Meafures  of  alternate  Sway, 

So  Damon  lives,   and  ne'er  complains ; 

Scarce  can  we  hope  diviner  Scenes 
On  this  dull  Stage  of  Clay  : 

The  Tribes  beneath  the  Northern  Bear 

Submit  to  Darknefs  half  the  Year, 
Since  half  the  Year  is  Day. 

On  the  Death  of  the  Duke  of  Gloucefter,  ji 
after  Mr.  Dryden.   1700. 

An     EPIGRAM 

T\  RTD  E  AT  is  dead,  DRV  DEN  alone  could  fin 
**"-^  The  full-grown  Glories  of  a  future  King. 
Now  G  LOST  E  R  dies  :    Thus  letter  Heroes  live 
By  that  immortal  Breath  that  Poets  give  ; 
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And  fcarcc  furvive  the  Mufe,  but  WIL  L I A  M  Hands, 
Nor  aiks  his  Honours  from  the  Poet's  Hands. 

"  L  L I A  M  fhall  mine  without  zDRl'DE  Ifs  Praife, 
His  Laurels  are  not  grafted  on  the  Bays. 

An  Epigram  of  Martial  to  Or  inns. 

Sic  iua,  Cirinly  pr.amsrs  Epigrammata  vuh* 
Ut  mecum  pojjis^  &c. 

rnfcrib'd  to  Mr.  JOS7AR  FJORT.  1694. 
w  Lord  RxQiQQdPKftoorc  in  Ireland. 

O  fthooth  your  Numbers,  Friend,  your  Verfe  fo  fweet, 
So  (harp  the  Jed,  and  yet  the  Turn  fo  neat, 
That  with  her  Martial  Rome  would  place  Cirine, 

ould  prefer  your  Ser.fe  and  Thought  v 
Yet  modeft  ;  :line  the  publick  Sta 

To  fix  your  Friend  alone  a  Y  applauding  Age, 

So  Maro  did;  the  mighty  tigs  -n 

In  vaft  Heroic  Notes  of  vail  Heroic  Things,  L' 

|^nd  leaves  the  Ode  to  dance  upon  his  Fiaccus  Strings.    J 
fconvd  to  daunt  the  dear  Uordtian  Lyre,  \ 

"Tho'  his  brave  Go  "  (re,  f 

i\r/l  a:  all  the  Lyric  Quire.  ^ 

So  to  hi 

Of  the  proi  id  the  T 

When  he  could  a  lof.icr  Vein, 

And  f:ng  of  God?  and  Heroes  in  a  bolder  Strain. 

A  handfome  Treat,  a  Piece  of  Gold,  or  fo, 
d  Compliments  rid  beftow ; 

N 
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.Rarely  a  Virgil,  a  Chine  we  meet, 

Who  lays  his  Laurels  at  inferior  Feet, 

•And  yields  the  tendered  Point  of  Honour,  Wit. 

*&  $&>    C5tj>    t3t>    ($tj>    c35>    c3&    c?&    £•&  ^£ 

EPISTOLA. 

Fratri  fuo  dile&o  £.  TV.  L  W.  S.  P.  D. 

TDU  RSU  M  tuas,  amande  Frater,  accepi  Lit  eras,  eodem 
fort  of  si  moment  o^  quo  me  a  ad  te  perwenerunt ;  idemque  qid 
te  fcribentem  <vidii  Dies,  meum  ad  Epiftolare  munus  excitavit 
Calamum ;  non  Inane  eft  inter  nos  Fraternum  notnen,  unicus 
enim  Spiritus  nos  intus  animat,  agitque,  iff  Concordes  in  am- 
bohus  ejjicit  motus  :  O  utinam  crefcat  indies,  &  ^uigefcat  mutua 
Charitas  :  faxit  Deus,  ut  Amor  fui  noftra  incendat  &  defl- 
ect peclora*  tunc  etenim  £sf  alternis  purte  Amiciticc  flammis 
trga  nos  invicem  Divinum  in  modum  ardehimus  ;  Contemple  • 
mur  Jefum  noftrmn,  Coskfte  illud  &  adorandum  Exemplar 
Char  i  tails.     I  lie  eft.  * 

QU  T  quondam  aeterno  delapfus  ab  iEthere  Vultus 
Induit  Kumanos,  ut  poflet  Corpore  noftras 
r  (Heu  miferas)  fufferre  vices  ;  fponforis  obivif 
Munia,  &  in  fcfe  Tabula  maledi&a  Minacis 
Tranfhilit,  &  fceleris  pcenas  hominifque  reatum. 

Eccc  jacet  defertus  humi,  difFufus  in  herbam 
Integer,  innocuas  verfus  fua  fidera  Palmas 
Et  placidum  attollens  vultum,  ncc  ad  ofcula  Patris 
AmpleXus  fo^tofve;  Artus  nudatus  ami&u 
Sidefeos,  &  iponte  finum  patefa&us  ad  Iras 

Numloi8 


Sacred  /^Virtue,  &c.         247 

Numinis  armati.  Pater,  hie  infige  *  fagittas, 
*'  Ha?c,  ait,  iratum  forbebunt  Pe&ora  ferrum, 
u  Abluat  ^Ethereus  mortalia  Crimina  Sanguis. 

Dixit,  &  horrendum  fremuere  tonitrua  Cceli 
Lifenfufque  Deus ;  (quern  jam  pofuifTe  paternura 
Mufa  queri  vellet  nomen,  fed  &  ipfa  fragores 
Ad  tantos  pavefacta  filet,)  Jam  diflilit  /Erher, 
Pandunturque  fores,  ubi  duro  Carcere  regnat, 
Ira,  &  Poenarum  Thefauros  mille  coercet, 
Inde  ruunt  gravidi  vefano  Sulphure  Nimbi, 
Ccntuplicifque  volant  contorta  volumina  Flammae 
In  Caput  immeritum  ;  diro  hie  fub  Pondere  preffuS 
Reftat,  comprefibs  dumque  ardens  explicat  artus 
f  Purpureo  veiles  tindtse  fudore  madefcunt. 
Nee  tamen  infando  Vindex  Regina  labori 
Segnius  incumbit,  {cd  lafibs  increpat  Ignes 
Acriter,  &  fomno  languentem  fufcitat  j{  Enfem  : 
"  Surge,  age,  Divinum  pete  Pectus,  &  imbue  facro 
"  Flumine  mucronem  ;  V'os  hinc,  mca  fpicula,  late 
u  Ferrea  per  totum  difpergire  tormina  Chriftum, 
"  Immenfum  tolerare  valet ;  ad  pondera  pcense 

I  J  Suftentanda  hominem  fuffulciet  Incola  Numeh. 
f  Et  tu  facra  Decas  Legum>  Violata  Tabella, 
1  Ebibe  vindidlam  ;  vafta  fatiabere  crede, 
u  Mortalis  Culpa?  penfabit  dedecus  ingens 
/  Permiftu*  Deieate  Cruor. • 

Sic  fata,  immiti  contorquet  Vulnera  dextra 
Diiauiatquc  finus ;  fan&i  penetralia  Cordis 

*  Job  iv.6.  f  Luke  xxii.  44.  |j  Zcc'.i.  xiii.  j, 

N  z  Pat* 
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Panduntur,  fsevis  avidus  Dolor  involat  alis, 
Atque  audaxMentem  fcrutator,  &  Ilia  mordet; 
Infcerea,  Servator  *  ovat,  Vi&orque  Doloris 
Eminet,  Illuflri  j-  perfufus  Membra  Cruore, 
Exultatque  mifer  fieri ;  nam  fortius  ilium 
Urget  Patris  Honos,  &  non  vincenda  Voluptas 
Servandi  miferos  Sontes ;  O  nobilis  Ardor 
Pcenarum  !  O  quid  non  Mortalia  Pe&ora  cogis 
Durus  Amor  ?  Quid  non  Caeleilia  ? 

<At  fubjidat  Phantajia,  wan ef cant  Imagines ;  nefcio  quo  me 
froripidt  amens  Mufa :  Volui  qiiatucr  lincas  pedibus  ajiringeret 
fcf  ecce !  numeri  crefcunt  in  immenfum ;  dumque  ccncitato 
Genio  laxawi  frtena,  were  or  ne  juvenilis  impetus  Tbeolegiam 
laferity  fcf  audax  nimis  Imaginatio.  Heri  alata  eft  ad  ?ne 
Epiftola  indicans  Matrem  meliufcide  fe  habere,  licet  ignes  fe- 
brilis  non  frorfus  dejeruit  mcrtale  ejus  Domici/ium.  Plura 
wo/ui,  Jed  turgidi  fcf  crefcenies  werfus  noluere  plura,  <S  co- 
etrclarunt  fcriptionis  Limit  es.  Vale  amice  J rater ;  &  'in  ftadio 
Pietaiis  &>'  Ariis  medico  jlre?juus  decurre. 

Datum  a  Mufaco  meo  Londini  xvt0  Kalend.  Fcbr. 
Anno  fauitis  cididcxciii. 

*  Col.  ii.  15.  f  Luc.  xxii.  24. 

Fratris  E.  W.  olim  navigaturo. 

Sept.  30.   1691. 

1  FELIX,  pede  profpero 
I  Frater,  Trabe  pinea 
Sulces  yEquora  crerula 

Pandas  Carbafa  flatibua 

3  Qua? 
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Quae  tuto  reditura  fint. 
Non  te  monftra  Natantia 
Ponti  Carnivorae  Incolae 
Praedentur  Rate  naufraga. 

Navis,  Tu  tibi  creditum 
Fratrem  dimidium  mei 
Salvum  fer  per  inhofpita 
Ponti  Regna,  per  avios 
Tradtus,  &  liquidum  Chaos. 
Nee  te  forbeat  horrida 
Syrtis,  nee  Scopulus  minax 
Rumpat  roboreum  latus. 
Captent  mitia  flamina 
Antennae ;  &  Zephyri  leves 
Dent  Portum  placidum  tibi. 

Tu,  qui  flumina,  qui  vagos 
Fluftus  Oceani  regis, 
Et  faevum  Boream  domas. 
Da  fratri  faciles  vias, 
Et  fratrem  reducem  fuis.  , 

Ad  Reverendum  Virum 

Dm  JOHANNEM  PINHORNE, 

Fidum  Adolefcentiae  meae  Praeceptorem. 

Pindar ici  Canninis  Specimen.      1694, 


E 


1. 

T  te,  P  INORNT,  Mufa  Trifantha 
Salutat,  ardens'difcipulam  tuam 

N  1  Grate 
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Grate  fateri :  nunc  Athenas, 

Nunc  Latias  per  amcenitates 
Tutd  pererrans  te  recolit  Ducem, 
Te  quondam  teneros  &  Ebraia  per  afpera  greflus 
Non  dura  duxifTe  manu. 
Tuo  patefcunt  lumine  Thefpii 
Campi  atque  ad  arcem  Pierid^n  iter : 
En  altus  afTurgens  Homerus 
Arma  Deofque  Virofque  mifcens 
Occupat  ^thereum  Parnaffi  culmen  :  Homeri 

Irnmenfos  flupeo  manes*        

Te,  Maro,  duke  canens  fylvas,    te  bella  fonantem 
Ardua,  da  veniam  tenui  venerare  Camcena  : 
Tuacque  accipias,  Thebane  Vates, 
Dcbita  Thura  Lyras. 
Vobis,  magna  Trias !  clariflima  Nomina,  Temper 
Scrinia  noftro  patent,  &  Pe&ora  noftra  patebunt, 
Quum  mihi  cunque  levem  concefferit  otia  &  horara 
Divina  Mojis  pagina. 

II. 

Flaccus  ad  hancTriadem  ponatur,  at  ipfa  pudendal 
Deponat  Veneres  :  venias,  fed  *  purus  &  infins 
Ut  te  collaudem,  dumfordcsts  mala  luftra 
Ablutus,  Venufine>  canis  ridefve.     Recifae 
Hac  lege  accedant  Satyrae  Juvenalis,  amari 
Terrores  vitiorum.     At  longe  caecus  abefTet 
Perjius,  obfcurus  Vates,  nifi  lumina  circum- 
■  fufa  forent,  Sphingifque  aenigmata,  Bo?ide,  fcidiflcs. 

*  Horat.  Lib.  I.  Sat.  6. 


Grande 
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Grande  fonans  Seneca  fulmen,  gradifque  cothurni 
Pompa  Sopboclei  celfo  ponantur  eodem 
Ordine,  &  ambabus  fimul  hos  amplettar  in  ulnis. 
Tuto,  Poetae,    tuto  habitabitis 
Pi&os  abacos :  improba  Tinea 
Obiit,  nee  audet  faeva  caftas 
Attingere  Blata  Camaenas. 
At  tu  renidens  fceda  Epigrammatum. 
Farrago  inertum,   ftercoris  impii 
Sentina  fastens,  Martialis> 

In  Barathrum  relegandus  imum 
Aufuge,  &  hinc  tecum  rapi'as  Catullum 
Infube  mollem,  naribus,  auribus 
Ingrata  caftis  carmina,  &  improbi 
Spurcos  Nafonis  A  mores. 
III. 
N  obilis  extrema  gradiens  Caledcms  ab  ara 
En  Buchananus  adeft.     Divini  Pfaltis  Imago 
Jeffiada  falveto  ;  potens  feu  Numinis  Iras 
Fulminibus  mifcere,   facro  vel  lumine  Mentis 
Fugare  nodes,  yel  Citharas  fono 

Sedare  flu&us  Pe&oris. 
Tu  mihi  haerebis  comes  ambulanti, 
Tu  Domi  aftabis  focius  Perennis, 
Seu  levi  Menfae  fimul  aflidcre 

Dignabere,  feu  Le&icae. 
Mox  recumbentis  vigilans  ad  aurem 
Aureos  fuadebis  inire  fomnos 
Sacra  fopitis  fuperinferens  ob  - 

livia  curis, 

N  4  Stci 
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Stet  juxta  *   Cafi?nirus\  huic  nee  pacius  Ignem 
Natura  indulfit  nee  Mufa  armavit  Alumnum 

*  Sarbwium  rudiore  Lyra. 
Quanta  Polonum  levat  aura  Cygnum  ! 
-j-  Humana  linquens  (en  iibi  deuis 
Montes  recedunt)  luxuriantibus 

Spatiatur  in  aere  pennis. 
Seu  tu  forte  virum  toll  is  ad  sethera, 
Cognatofve  Thronos  &  patriumPolum 

Vifurus  confurgis  ovans, 
Vifum  fatigas,  aciemque  falis, 
Dum  tuum  a  longe  fiupeo  volatum 

O  non  imitabilis  Ales. 

IV. 
Sarbwzi  ad  nomen  gelida  incalet 
Mufa,  fimul  totus  fervefcers 
Sentio,  ftellatas  Jevis  induor 
Alas  &  tollor  in  altum. 
Jamjuga  Z/Wjradens  pede 
Elato  inter  fidera  vertice 
Longe  defpe&o  mortalia. 
Quam  juvat  altifonis  volitare  per  aethera  pennia, 
-Et  ridere  procul  fallacia  Gaudia  secli 

Terrelae  Grandia  inania, 
Qua?  mortale  genus  (heu  male)  deperit. 
O  curas  hominum  miferas !  Cano, 
Et  miferas  nugas  Diadem ata  ! 
Ventofae  fortis  Ludibrium, 

*  M.  Cafimirus,  Sarbiew*ki  Poeta  infigms  Polonis. 
•j-  Ode  V.  Lib.  2. 


En 
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En  mihi  fubfidunt  terrense  a  peclore  Faeces, 
Geftit  &  effraenis  divinum  effundere  Carmen 
Mens  afflata  Deo ■ i 


•at  vos  Heroes  &  Arma 


Et  procul  efte  Dii,  ludicra  Numina. 
Quid  mihi  cum  veftrae  pondere  Lanceae, 
Pallas  !  aut  veftris,  Dionyfe,  Thyrfis  ? 
Et  Clava,  &  Anguis,  &  Leo,    &  Hercules, 
Et  bfutum  tonitru  ficlitii  Patris, 
Abftate  a  carmine  noftro. 
V. 
Te,  Deus  Omnipotens  !  te  noftra  fonabit  JE  SU 
Mufa,  nee  aflueto  caeleftes  Barbiton  ausu 
Tentabit  numeros.     Vafti  fine  limite  Numen  & 
Immenfum  fine  lege  Deum  numeri  fine  lege  fonabunt. 

Sea7  Mufam  magna  pollicentem  deftituit  <vigor  ;  Divinoju- 
lare  perjiringitur  oculorum  acies.  En  labafcit  pennis,  tre- 
wit  artubus,  ruit  deorfum  per  inane  jEtberis,  jacet  ^vi^a, 
eb/Iupefcit,  filet. 

Jgnofcas,  Re<verende  Fir,  <vano  conamitii ;  /ragmen  hoc 
rude  licet  Cjf  impclitum  aqui  loni  confulas,  iff  gratitudinis 
jam  diu  debit*  in  partem  rcponas. 

Votxim^Jeu  Vita  in  ierris  beat  a. 
Ad  virum  digniflimum 

JOHANNEM  HARTOPPLUM,  Bart^m. 

1702. 

ART O  P  P  I eximio  ftemmate  nobilis 
Venaque  Ingenii  divite,  {1  rcges 

N  5  Quern 


H 
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Quern  mea  Mufa  beat, 
Ille  mihi  felix  ter  &  amplius, 
Et  fimiles  fuperis  annos  agit 
Qui  Jibi fufficiens  femfer  adefi  Jtbi. 

Hunc  longe  a  curis  mortalibus 

Inter  agros,  fylvafque  filentes 
Se  Mufifque  fuis  tranquilla  in  pace  frueitem 

Sol  orens  videt&  recumbens. 
II. 
Non  fuac  Vulgi  favor  infolentis 
(Plaufus  infani  tumidus  popelli) 
Mentis  ad  facram  penetrabit  arcem, 

Feriat  licet  iEthera  clamor. 
Nee  Gaza  flammans  divitis  Imti<vy 
Nee,  Tage,  veftra?  fulgor  Arenulse 

Ducent  ab  obfeura  quiete 
Ad  Iaquear  radiantis  Aula?. 
III. 
O  .ft  daretur  flamina  proprii 
Traclare  fufi  pollice  proprio, 

Atque  meum  mihi  fingere  fatum  ; 
Candidus  vitae  color  innocentk 
Fila  nativo  decoraret  Albo 

Non  Tyrid  vitiata  concha. 
Non  aurum,  non  gemma  nitens,  nee  purpura  teL* 
Intertexta  forent  invidiofa  meae. 
Longe  a  Triumphis,  &  fonitu  Tubae 
Longe  remotos  tranfigerem  dies : 
Abftate  fafces  (fplendida  Vanitas) 

Et  vos  abftate,  Corona. 


IV.  Pro 
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IV. 
Pro  meo  tedto  Cafa  fit,  falubres 
Captet  Auroras,  procul  Urbis  atro 
Diitet  a  fumo,  fugiatque  lorge 

Dura  Phthifis  mala,  dura  Tuffis. 
Difplicet  Byrfa  &  fremitu  molefto 
Turba  Mercantum  ;  gratius  alvear 
Demulcet  aures  murmure,  gratiuf 
Fons  falientis  aqua?, 

V. 
Litigiofa  fori  me  terrent  jurgia,  lenes 
Ad  fylvas  propcrans  rixofas  execror  artes 
Eminus  in  tuto  a  Linguis- 

Bl andimentaartis  fimul  aequus  odi, 
Valete,  Cives,  &  amaena  fraudis 

Verba;   proh  Mores !  &  inane  facri 
Nomen  Amici ! 

VI. 
Tuque  quae  noftris  inimica  Mufis 
Felle  facratum  vitias  amorem, 
Abfis  asternum,  Diva  libidinis 
Et  Pharetrate  Puer  J 
Hinc,  hinc,   Cupido,  longuis  avola  ? 
Nil  milii  cum  foedis,  Puer,  ignibus  ; 
TEtherea  fervent  face  pe&ora, 
Sacra  mihi  Venus  eft  Urania, 
Et  juvenis  Jejfcrus  Amor  mihi. 

VII. 
Coelefte  carmen  (nee  taceat  lyra 

:<a)  lactis  auribus  infonet, 
Ncc  Watjumu  e  mcdullis 
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Ulla  dies  rapietvel  hora. 
Sacri  Libelli,  Deliciae  meas, 
Et  vos,  Sodales,  femper  amabiles, 
Nunc  fimul  adfitis,  nunc  viciflim, 
Et  fallite  tasdia  vitae. 


T  O 

Mrs.   SINGER. 
(Now    Mrs.    R  0  W  E.) 

On  the  Sight  of fome  of  her  divine  Poems^  never 

printed. 

July   19.    1706 

ON  the  fair  Banks  of  gentle  Thames 
I  tun'd  my  Harp  ;  nor  did  celeftial  Themes 
Refufe  to  dance  upon  my  Strings  : 
There  beneath  the  Evening  Sky 
I  fung  my  Cares  afleep,  and  rais'd  my  Wifhes  high 
To  everlafting  Things. 
Sudden  from  Albion  s  Weftern  Coaft 
Harmonious  Notes  come  gliding  by, 
The  neighbouring  Shepherds  knew  the  Silver  Sound ; 
"  Tis     PHILOME  LA's    Voice,     the   neigh'bring 
Shepherds  cry; 
At  once  my  Strings  all  filent  lie, 
At  once  my  fainting  Mufe  was  loft, 

Jn 
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In  the  fuperior  Sweetnefs  drown'd. 
n  vain  I  bid  my  tuneful  Powers  unite  ; 
My  Soul  retir'd,   and  left  my  Tongue, 
[  was  all  Ear,  and  PHILOMEL  A\  Song 
Was  all  divine  Delight. 

n. 

Now  be  my  Harp  for  ever  dumb, 
My  Mufe  attempt  no  more.     Twas  long  ago 

I  bid  adieu  to  mortal  Things, 

To  Grecian  Tales,  and  Wars  of  Rome, 
'Twas  long  ago  I  broke  all  but  th'  immortal  Strings  ; 
Now  thofe  immortal  btrings  have  no  Employ, 

Since  a  fair  Angel  dwells  below, 
To  tune  the  Notes  of  Heaven,  and  propagate  the  Joy. 

Let  all  my  Powers  with  Awe  profound 
While  P  HI  LOME  LA  fmgs, 

Attend  the  Rapture  of  the  Sound, 
And  my  Devotion  rife  on  her  Seraphic  Wings. 

The  End  of  the  Second  Book. 
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BOOK     III. 

Sacred  to  the  Memory  of  the  Dead. 

AnEPITAPHon 

King   WILLIAM   III. 

Of  Glorious   Memory. 
V/ho  died  March  J&;  S/£,   1701. 

I. 

BENEATH  thefe  Honours  of  a  Tomb, 
Greatness  in  humble  Ruin  lies  : 
(How  Earth  confines  in  narrow  Room 
What  Heroes  leave  beneath  the  Skies  !) 
II. 
Preserve,  O  venerable  Pile, 
Inviolate  thy  facred  Truft  ; 
To  thy  cold  Arms  the  BRITISH  Ifle, 
Weeping,  commits  her  richeft  Duft. 

III.  Yt 
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TIL 

Ye  gentleft  Minifters  of  Fate, 
Attend  the  Monarch  as  he  lies, 
And  bid  the  fofteft  Slumbers  wait 
With  filken  Cords  to  bind  his  Eye^. 

IV. 

Reft  his  dear  Sword  beneath  his  Head  ; 
Round  him  his  faithful  Arms  mall  Hand  : 
Fix  his  bright  Ensigns  on  his  Bed, 
The  Guards  and  Honours  of  our  Land. 

V. 
Ye  Sifter-Arts  of  Paint  and  Verse, 
Place  AL  BION  fainting  by  his  Side, 
Her  Groans  arifing  o'er  the  Hearfe, 
And  BELGIA  finking  when  he  dy'd. 

VI. 
High  o'er  the  Grave  Religion  fet 
In  folemn  Gold  ;  pronounce  the  Ground 
Sacred,  to  bar  unhallow'd  Feet, 
And  plant  her  Guardian  Virtues  round. 

VIL 
Fair  Liberty  in  Sables dreft, 
Write  his  lov'd  Name  upon  his  Urn, 
WILLIAM,  the  Scourge  of  Tyrants  fa/, 
And  Awe  of  Princes  yet  unborn, 

VIII. 
Sweet  Peace  his  facred  Relicks  keep 
With  Olives  blooming  round  her  Head, 
And  ftretch  her  Wings  acrofs  the  Deep 
To  blefs  the  Nations  with  the  Shade. 


IX.  Stand 
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IX. 

Stand  on  the  Pile,  Immortal  Fame, 

Broad  Stars  adorn  thy  brighter!:  Robe, 

Thy  thoufand  Voices  found  his  Name 

In  Silver  Accents  round  the  Globe. 

X. 
Flattery  mall  faint  beneath  the  Sound, 
While  hoary  Truth  infpiresthe  Song  ; 
Envy  grow  pale  and  bite  the  Ground, 
And  Slander  gnaw  her  forky  Tongue. 

XL 
Night  and  the  Grave  remove  your  Gloom  ; 
Darknefs  becomes  the  vulgar  Dead  ; 
But  Glory  bids  the  Royal  Tomb 
Difdain  the  Horrors  of  a  Shade. 

XII. 
Glory  with  all  her  Lamps  mall  burn, 
And  watch  the  Warrior's  fleeping  Clay, 
Till  the  laft  Trumpet  rouze  his  Urn 
To  aid  the  Triumphs  of  the  Day. 

«o§So»  *&$&>  «oS5(*  «q£§g»  «a§^  *££#  *oS|o  «£So» 

On  the  fudden  Death  of 

Mrs.  MART    PEACOCK. 

An  Elegiac  Songfent  in  a  Letter  of  Condolanct 
to  Mr.  N.  P.  Merchant  at  Amfterdam. 

,      I. 

HARK!  fhe  bids  all  her  Friends  adieu  ; 
Some  Angel  calls  her  to  the  Spheres ; 
Our  Eyes  the  radiant  Saint  purfue 
Thro'  liquid  Tdefcopes  of  Tears. 

II.  Fare- 


in 
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II. 

irewel,  bright  Soul,  a  fhort  Farewel, 

i!l  we  mall  meet  again  above 

1  the  Tweet  Groves  where  Pleafures  dwell, 

nd  Trees  of  Life  bear  Fruits  of  Love. 

III. 
'here  Glory  fits  on  every  Face, 

here  Friendfhip  {miles  in  every  Eye, 
'here  mall  our  Tongues  relate  the  Grace 
'hat  led  us  homeward  to  the  Sky. 

IV. 
derail  the  Names  of  Christ  our  King 
hall  our  harmonious  Voices  rove, 
)ur  Harps  fhall  found  from  every  String 
'he  Wonders  of  his  bleeding  Love. 

V. 

Tome,  Sovereign  Lord,   dear  Saviour,  come* 
lemove  thefe  Separating  Days, 
lend  thy  bright  Wheels  to  fetch  us  home  j 
That  golden  Hour,  how  long  it  flays  ( 

VI. 

I  .low  long  muft  we  lie  lingring  here, 
rVhile  Saints  around  us  take  their  Flight  ? 
>miling,  they  quit  this  dufky  Sphere, 
And  mount  the  Hills  of  heavenly  Light. 

VII. 

Sweet  Soul,  we  leave  thee  to  thy  Reft, 

Enjoy  thy  JE  S  U  S  and  thy  God, 
Till  we,  from  Bands  of  Clay  releaft, 
Spring  out  and  climb  the  mining  Road. 

Mil 
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VIII. 

While  the  dear  Dufl  me  leaves  behind 
Sleeps  in  thy  Bofom,   facred  Tomb  ! 
Soft  be  her  Bed,  her  Slumbers  kind, 
And  all  her  Dreams  of  Joy  to  come. 

•Mir.  H»r»  ~*1m  ^V»  *4y,  »4!p.  *4fr*  *V!r. 

0*0     CJO      CJL>     CJO      cX-3      OCs?     CJO        CO 

EPITAPH IU  M  Viri  Fenerabiliy 

Dom.    N.     MATHER, 

Carmine  Lapidario  confcriPtum. 

m.  s. 

Reverendi  admodum  Viri 

NATHAN AELIS   MATHERI. 

QJJ  O  D  mori  potuit  hie  fubtus  depofitum  eft, 
Si  quaeris,   Hofpes,  Quantus  &  Qualis  fuit, 
Fidus  enarrabit  Lapis. 

Nomen  a  Familia  duxit 
Sanclioribus  ftudiis  &  Evangelio  devota, 

Et  per  utramque  Angliam  celebri. 

Americanam  fc.  atque  Europaam. 
Et  hie  quoque  in  fandli  Minifterii  Spem  eductus 

Non  fallacem  : 
Et  hunc  utraque  novit  Anglia 

Do  Sum  &  Doct ntem. 
Corpore  fuit  procero,  Forma  placide  vcrenda; 
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t  fupra  Corpus  &•  Form  am  fublime  eminuerunt 
Indoles,   Ingenium,  atq;  Eruditio : 
Supra  haecPietas,  &  (fi  fas  dicere) 

Supra  Pietatem  Modeftia, 
Cameras  enim  Dotes  obumbravit. 
Quoties  in  Rebus  Divinis  peragendis 
Divinitus  afRatae  mentis  Specimina 

Prasftantiora  edidit, 
Toties  Hominem  fedulus  occuluit 
Ut  foius  confpiceretur  Deus  : 
Voluit  totus  latere,  nee  potuit  ; 
Heu  quantum  tamen  fuincs  latet  ! 
!t  majorem  Laudis  Partem  fepulchrale  Marmor 
Invito  obruit  filentio. 
Gratiam  J  E  SU  C  H  R  I S  T  I  falutiferam 
^uam  abunde  hauiit  ipfe,  aliis  propinavit, 
Puram  ab  humana  faece. 
Veritatis  Evangelicas  decus  ingens, 
Et  ingens  Propugnaculum. 
Toncicnator  gravis  Afpe&u,  GeiVj,  Voce  ; 

ICui  nee  aderat  Pompa  Cratoria, 
Nee  deerat ; 
Flofculos  Rhetorices  fupervacaneos  fecit 
Rerum  dicendarum  Majeftas,    &  Deus  pranens, 
Hinc  Arma  Militia?  fuae  non  infelicia, 
Hinc  toties  fugatus  Satanas. 
Et  hinc  Victoria? 
Ab  Inferorum  Portis  toties  reportatas. 
Solers  ille  fei  reis  Impiorum  Animis  infigerc 

Ahum  &  Salutare  Vulnus  : 
Vulneratas  idem  traclare  lenitcr  folers, 

1 
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Et  Medelam  adhibere  magis  falutarem. 
Ex  defcecato  Cordis  Fonte 
Divinis  Eloquiis  afratim  fcatebant  Labia, 

Etiam  in  familiari  Contubernio  : 
Spirabac  ipfe  undique  Caeleftes  fuavitates, 
Quafi  Oleo  Laetitias  femper  recens  delibutus, 
Et  femper  fupra  Socios  ; 
Gratumque  dilediiTimi  fui  J  E  S  U  Odorem 
Quaquaverfus  &  late  difrudit. 
Dolores  tolerans_  fupra  fidern, 
iErumnzeque  heu  quam  affiduae  ! 
Invidto  Animo,    Vidtrice  Patientia 
Varias  Curarum  Moles  pertulit 
Et  in  Stadio  &  in  Meta  Vita  : 
Quam  ubi  prcpinquam  vidit, 
Plerophoria  fidei  quafi  Curru  alato  vedtus 

Propere  &  exultim  attigit. 
Natuseft  in  Agro  Lancajirtenfi  200  Martii,  1630. 
Inter  Nov- Anglos  Theologiae  Tyrocinia  fecit. 
Paflorali  Munere  diu  Dublinii  in  Hibernia  functus, 
Tandem  (ut  femper)  Providentiam  fecutus  Ducem, 
Ccetui  fidelium  apud  Londinenfes  praepofituseft, 
Quos  Do&rina,  Precibus,   &  Vita  beavit : 
Ah  brevi ! 
Corpore  folutus26°  Julii,  1697.     iEtat.  67. 
EcclefiisMcerorem,  Theologis  Exemplar  reliquit. 
Probis  Piifque  omnibus 
Infandum  fui  defiderium  : 
Dum  pulvis  CH  RIST  O  charus  hie  duke,  dormit 
Expectans  Stcllam  matutinam. 


Tt 
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To  the  Reverend 

Mr.  JOHN    S  HO  W ER, 

On  the  Death  of  his  Daughter 

Mrs.  ANNE    WARNER. 

Reverend  and  dear  Sir  ; 

HO  W  great  foever  was  my  Senfe  of  your  Lofs,  yet  I 
did  not  think  my f elf  ft  to  offer  any  Lines  of  Com- 
fort :  your  own  Meditations  can  furnijb  you  with  many  a 
delightful  Truth  in  the  midf  of  fo  heavy  a  Sorrow  ;  for  the 
Covenant  of  Grace  has  Brightnefs  enough  in  it  to  gild  the 
mojl  gloomy  Providence  ;  and  to  that  fweet  Covenant  your 
Soul  is  no  Stranger,  My  own  'Thoughts  were  much  irnbrejl 
with  the  Tydings  of  your  Daughter  s  Death  ;  and  thd*  I 
made  many  a  Refeclion  on  the  Vanity  of  Mankind  in  its  bejl 
Efate,  yet  I  mujl  acknowledge  that  my  Temper  leads  me  mojl 
to  the  pleafant  Scenes  of  Heaven,  and  that  future  World  of 
Bleffedncfs.  When  I  recollect  the  Memory  of  my  Friends  that 
are  dead,  I  frequently  rove  into    the    World  of  I  and 

fearch    them  out  there  :  Thus  I  endeavoured  to  trace  Mrs. 
Warner;  and  thefe  Thoughts   crowding j  ?:?»*,    / 

them  down  fr  my  oven  Entertainment.  The  Verfi  breaks  off 
abruptly >,  becaufe  I  had  no  Defign  to  vjrite  u  fimjkfd  El 
and  befides^  when  I  was  fallen  upon  the  dirk  Side  of  Death* 
I  had  no  mind  to  tarry  there.  If  the  Lines  I  have  written 
be  Jo  happy  as  to  entertain  you  a  little,  and  divert  your  G 
the  Time  fpent  in  cotnptfing  them  /hall  not  br  reckoned  among 
loft  Hours,   and  the  Review  will  be  ?nore  pleajing  to 

S  I  R, 
Decemb.  22,  Your  afTe&ionate  humble  Servant, 

1707.  1.  ir. 
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An  Elegiac  thought  on  Mrs.  Anne  Warner, 

who  died  of  the   Small-Pox,    Decemb.    1 8, 

1707.  at  one  of  the    Clock  in  the  Morning-, 

a  few  Days  after  the  Birth  and  Death  of  her 

.     firft  Child. 

AWAKE,  my  Mufe,  range  the  wide  World  of  Souls, 
And  feek  FERNERA  fled  ;  Withupward  Aim 
Direct  thy  Wing ;  for  lire  was  born  from  Heaven, 
FuliiiPd.  her  Vifit,  and  return'd  on  high. 

The  Midnight  Watch  of  Angels  thatpatrole 
The  BritiJJ?  Sky,    have  notic'd  her  Afcent 
Near  the  Meridian  Star  ;  purfue  the  Track 
To  the  bright  Confines  of  immortal  Day 
And  Paradiie  her  Home.     Say,  my  Urania, 
^(For  nothing  fcapes  thy  Search,  nor  can 'ft  thou  mifs 
So  fair  a  Spirit)  fay,  beneath  what  Shade 
Of  4marantt  or  chearful  Ewer-green 
She  fits,  recounting  to  her  Kindred-Minds 
Angelic  or  Humane,  her  mortal  Toil 
And  Travels  thrb'  this  howling  Wildernefs  : 
By  what  divine  Protections  fhe  efcap'd 
Thofe  deadly  Snaies  when  Youth  and  Sata?i  leagued  « 
In  Combination  to  aifaii  her  Virtue  ; 
(Snares  fet  to  murder  Souls)  but  Heav'n  fecur'd 
The  Favourite  Nymph,  and  taught  her  Victory. 


Or 
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Or  does  fhefeek,  or  has  fhe  found  her  Babe 
Amongft  the  Infant-Nation  of  the  Bleft, 
And  clafp'd  it  to  her  Soul,  to  fatiate  there 
The  young  Maternal  Paflion,  and  abfolve 
The  urifulfiird  Embrace  ?  Thrice  happy  Child  ! 
That  faw  the  Light,   and  turn'd  its  Ey§ s  afide 
From  our  dim  Regions  to  th'  Eternal  Sun, 
And  led  the  Parent's  Way  to  Glory  !  There 
Thou  art  for  ever  hers,  with  Powers  enlarg'd 
For  Love  reciprocal  and  fweet  Converfe. 

Behold  her  A  nceftors  (a  pious  Race) 
Rang'd  in  fair  Order,  at  her  Sight  rejoice 
And  fing  her  Welcome.     She  along  their  Seats 
Gliding  falutes  them  all  with  Honours  due 
Such  as  are  paid  in  Heaven  :  And  iaft  me  finds 
A  Manfion  faihion'd  of  diftinguifrTd  Light, 
But  vacant  :  'Ibis  (with  fure  Preface  fhe  cries) 
Awaits  my  Father  ;  when  will  he  arrive  ? 
How  long,   alas,   how  long  !  (Then  calls  her  Mate) 
Die,    thou  dear  Partner  cf  my  mortal  cares, 
Die,  and  partake  my  Blifs ;  we  are  for  ever  One. 

Ah  me  !  where  roves  my  Fancy !  What  kind  Dreams 
I  Croud  with  fweet  Violence  on  my  waking  Mind  ! 
'  Perhaps  IJlufions  all !  Inform  me,  Mufe, 
Chufes  flic  rather  to  retire  apart 
To  recollect  hlrdiifipated  Powers, 
And  call  her  The:  •:  own  :  fo  lately  freed 

From  Earth's  vain  Scenes,  gay  Vifits,    Gratulations, 
From  Hymenal hurrying~and  tumultuous  !-;   , 


And 
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And   Fears  and  Pangs,  fierce  Pangs  that  wrought  h 

Death. 
Tell  me  on  what  fublimer  Theme  me  dwells 
In  Contemplation,  with  unerring  Clue 
Infinite  Truth  purfuing.     (When,  my   Soul, 

0  when  fhall  thy  Releafe  from  cumbVous  Flefh 
pafs  the  Great  Seal  of  Heaven  r  What  happy  Hour 
Shall  give  thy  Thoughts  a  Loofe  to  foar  and  trace 
The  Intellectual  World  ?  Divine  Delight  f 
VERNERA'tia*!$L  Employ  !)  Perhaps  (he  iings 
To  fome  new  golden  Harp  th'  Almighty  Deeds, 
The  Names,  the  Honours  of  her  Saviour- God, 
His  Crofs,  his  Grave,  his  Victory,  and  his  Crown  : 
Oh  could  I  imitate  th'  exalted  Notes, 
And  mortal  Ears  could  bear  them  I 

Or  lies  fhe  now  before  th1  Eternal  Throne 
Proflrate  in  humble  Form,  with  deep  Devotion 
Overwhelm' d,    and  Self-Abafement  at  the  Sight 
Of  the  uncover'd Godhead  Face  to  Face  ? 
Seraphic  Crowns  pay  homage  at  his  Feet, 
And  Hers  amonglt  them,  not  of  dimmer  Oar, 
Nor  fetwith  meaner  Gems  :  But  vain  Amb/tion, 
And  Emulation  vain,  and  fond  Conceit, 
And  Pride  for  ever  baninYd  flies  the  Place, 
Curil  Pride,  the  Drefs  of  Hell.     Tell  me,    Urania, 
How  her  Joys  heighten,  and  her  golden  Hours 
Circle  in  Love.     O  itamp  upon  my  Soul 
Some  blifsful  Image  of  the  fair  Deceas'd 
To  call  my  Paflions  and  my  Eyes  afide 
From  the  dear  breathlefs  Clay,   diitrefiing  Sight  ! 

1  look  and  mourn  and  gaze  with  greedy  View 
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Of  melancholy  Fondnefs  :  Tears  bectewing 
That  Form  folate  dehYd,  fo  latebelov'd, 
Now  loathfome  and  unlovely.     Bafe  Difeafe, 
That  leagu  d  with  Nature's  fharpefl  Pains,  and  fpoil'i 
So  fweet  a  Structure  !  The  impoiibning  Taint 
(Terfpreads  the  Building  wrought  with  Skill  divine, 
And  ruins  the  rich  Temple  to  the  Dull  ! 

Was  this  the  Countenance,  where  the  World  admir'd 
Features  of  Wit  and  Virtue  ?  This  the  Face 
Where  Love  triumph'd  ?  and  Beauty  on  thefc  Cheeks, 
As  on  a  Throne,   beneath  her  radiant  Eyes 
Was  feated  to  Advantage  ;  mild,  ferine, 
Reflecting  rofy  Light  ?  So  fits  the  Sun 
(Fair  Eye  of  Heaven  !)  upon  aCrimfon  Cloud 
Near  the  Horizon,  and  with  gentle  Ray 
Smiles  lovely  round  the  Sky,  till  rifing  Fogs, 
Portending  Night,  with  foul  and  heavy  Wing 
Involve  the  golden  Star,  and  fink  him  down 
Oppreft  with  Darknefs. 

On  the   Death  of  an  A*ed  and  Honoured  Rela- 
tive, Mrs.  M.W.  July   13,    1693. 

I. 

I  Know  the  Kindred  Mind.     Tis  flie,  'tis  flie  ; 
Among  the  heav'nly  Forms  I  fee 
The  Kindred-Mind  from  uefhly  Bondage  free; 
O  how  unlike  the  Thing  was  lately  fecn 
Groaning  and  panting  on  the  Bed, 
With  ghafllv  Air,"  and  languinYd  Head, 
Life  on  this  Side,  there  the  Dead, 
While  the  delaying  Flefh  lay  fliivering  between  ! 

o  u 
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ii. 

Long  did  the  earthy  Houfe  retrain 
In  tojlfome  Slavery  that  Ethereai  Gueft  ; 

Priion'd  her  round  in  Walla  of  Pain, 
And  twifted  Cramps  and  Aches  with  her  Chain  ; 
Till  oy  the  height  of  numerous  Days  oppreft 

The  earthly  Houfe  began  to  reel, 
The  Pillars  trembled,  and  the  Building  fell  ; 
The  Captive  Soul  became  her  own  again  : 
Tir'd  with  the  Sorrows  and  the  Cares, 
And  tedious  Train  of  fourfcore  Years, 
The  Pns'ner  fmiPd  to  be  releaft, 
She  felt  her  Fetters  loofe,  and  mounted  to  her  Reft, 

III. 
Gaze  on,  my  Soul,  and  let  a  perfect  View 

Print  her  Idea  all  anew  ; 
Rafe  oui:  thofe  melancholy  Shapes  of  Woe 
That  hang  around  thy  Memory,  and  becloud  it  fo. 
Come  Fancy,   come,  with  EiTences rehVd, 

With  youthful  Green,   and  fpotlefs  White  ; 
Deep  be  the  Tincture,  and  the  Colours  bright 
T'  expiefs  the  Beauties  of  a  naked  Mind. 

Provide  no  Glooms  to  form  a  Shade  ; 
All  things  above  of  vary'd  Light  are  made, 
Nor  crm  the  heav'nly  Piece  require  a  mortal  Aid, 
But  if  the  Features  too  divine 
Beyond  the  Power  of  Fancy  inine, 
Conceal  th'  inimitable  Strokes  behind  a  graceful  Shrine, 

IV. 
Defcribe  the  Saint  from  Head  to  Feet, 
Make  all  the  Lines  in  juft Proportion  meet; 
But  let  her  Poilure  be 
Filiing  a  Chair  of  high  Degree  ; 

Obferve 
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Dbferve  how  near  it  ftands  to  the  Almighty  Scat. 

Paint  the  new  Graces  of  her  Eyes ; 
Frefh  in  her  Looks  let  fprighrly  Youth  arife, 
And  Joys  unknown  below  the  Skies. 
Vip.tue  that  lives  conceaPd  below, 

And  to  the  Breafl  connVd, 
Sits  here  triumphant  on  the  Brow, 
And  breaks  with  radiant  Glories  through 

The  Features  of  the  Mind. 
Expreis  her  PaiTion  Hill  the  fame, 

But  more  divinely  fweet  ; 
Love  has  an  everlafling  Flame, 
And  makes  the  Work  complete. 
V. 
The  Painter-Mufe  with  glancing  Eye 
Obferv'd  a  Manly  Spirit  nigh  *, 

That  Death  had  long  disjoin'd : 
"  In  the  fair  Tablet  they  mall  fland 
"  United  by  a  happier  Band  : 
She  faid,  and  nx'd  her  Sight,  and  drew  the  manly  Mind. 
Recount  the  Years,  my  Song,  (a  mournful  Round  !) 
Since  he  was  feen  on  Earth  no  more  : 
He  fought  in  lower  Seas  and  drown'd  ; 
1 1    But  Viclory  and  Peace  he  found 

On  the  fuperior  Shore 
There  now   his  tuneful  Breath  in  facred  Songs 
Employs  the  European  and  the  Ea/iern  Tongues. 

*  My  Grandfather  M-.  7'hamas  JVatts,  h?d  fuch  acqujintaire  vuth 
the  Mathematicks,  Painting,  -Mufick,  and  Poef),  &c.  as  ga>e  l.im 
Jtofid.r  .L-k-  Efteem  among  h  sContempor-Jties.  He  was  Comm.tr  J  r 
■  a  Ship  of  War  1656,  and  by  blowing  up  uf  the  Ship  in  the  Dutch 
War  he  wosdrown'd  in  his  Youth. 

O  2  Let 
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Let  th*  awful  Truncheon  and  the  Flute, 

The  Pencil  and  the  well-known  Lute, 

Powerful  Numbers,  charming  Wit 

And  every  Art  and  Science  meet, 
And  bring  their  Laurels  to  his  Hand,  or  lay  them  at  his 
Feet* 

VI. 

'Tis  done.     What  Beams  of  Glory  fall 

(Rich  Varnifh  of  immorjal  Art) 

To  gild  the  bright  Original  f 
'Tis  done.     The  Mufe  has  now  perform'd  her  Part. 
Bring  down  the  Piece,  Urania,  from  above, 

And  let  my  Honour  and  my  Love 
Drefs  it  with  Chains  of  Gold  to  hang  upon  my  Heart, 


FUNERAL     POEM 

On  the  D  E  A  T  H  of 
THOMAS   GUNS  TON,    Efqi 

Prefented  to  the 

Right  Honourable   the  Lady  A  B  N  E  Ty 
Lady-Mayoress  of  London. 

July  1 701. 
Madam, 


TT  AT)1  been  a  conmw  Mourner  at  the  Funeral  of  the 


dear  Gentlemen    dec  eo  fed,  1   /bould  have     labour  ea 
after  mere  of  Jrt  in  the  follcnvixg   Cowfoftion,   to  fuppl) 
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the  Defeel  of  Nature,  and  to  feign  a  Sorrow ;  but  the  uncom- 
mon Condefcenfion  of  his  Friendjbip  to  me,  the  inward  Ef- 
tee?n  I  fay  his  Memory,  and  the  vaf.  and  tender  Senfe  I  have 
of  the  Lofs,  make  all  the  Methods  of  Art  needlefs,  whilft  na- 
tural Grief  /applies  more  than  all. 

I  had  refclved  indeed  to  lament  in  Sighs  and  Silence,  and 
frequently  checked  the  too  fori  sard  Mufe :  but  the  Importu- 
nity was  not  to  be  refified  ;  long  Line*  of  Sorrow  f  owed  in 
upon  me  e'er  I  was  aware,  whiljl  I took  ?nany  afolitary  Walk 
in  the  Garden  adjoining  to  his  Seat  at  Newington  ;  nor  could  ( 
I  free  my/elf from  the  Crowd  of  melancholy  Ideas.  Tour 
Lady/hip  wtttfind  throughout  the  Poem,  that  the  fair  and 
unfnijVd  Building  which  he  had  jujl  raised  for  himfelf  gave 
almcf.  all  the  Turns  of  Mourning  to  my  Thoughts  ;  for  1  pur- 
fie  no  ether  Topics  cf  Elegy  than  what  my  Pajjion  and  my 
Senfe s  led  me  to. 

The  Poem  roves,  as  my  Eyes  and  Grief  did,  from  one  Part 
cf  the  Falrick  to  the  other  :  It  rlfesfrom  the  Foundation,  fa- 
lutes  the  Walls,  the  Doors,  and  the  Windows,  drops  a  Tear 
upon  the  Roof  and  climbs  the  ci  :ir ret,  that  pie af ant  Retreat, 
where  I  promised  my felf  many  fweet  Hours  of  his  Coxver- 
fation  ;  there  my  Song  wanders  amongfl  the  delightful  Sub- 
jects divine  and  moral,  vshich  ufed  to  entertain  our  happy 
Lei  fur  e  ;  and  thence  defends  to  the  Fields  and  the  ftady 
Walks,  where  I  fo  often  enjrfd  his  pleafng  Difcourfe  ;  my 
Sorrows  diffufe  t  hem fe  Ives  there  without  a  Limit  :  I  had 
quite  forgotten  all  Scheme  and  Method  of  Writing,  till  I<.or- 
red  myfelf  and  rife  to  the  Turret  again  to  lament  that  defo- 
late  Seat.  Now;  if  the  Critics  laugh  at  the  Folly  of  the 
Mufe  for  taking  too  much  Notice  cf  the  Golden  Ball,  let  them 
confider  that  the  meaneft  thing  that  belong  d  to  fo  valuable  a 
Perfon  fill  gave  fume  frefb  and  doleful  Ref eel  ions  :  And  I 
tranferibe  Nature  without  Rule,  and  reprefent  Friendfoip  in 
a  mourning  Drefs,  abandoned  to  dee/ejr  Sorrow,  and  with 
a  Negligence  becoming  Woe  unfeigned. 


O   3  Held 


274        LTRIC   POEMS,     Book  III. 

Had  IdtfigrCd  acompkat  Elegy,  Madam,  on  your   dear  eft 

Brother,  and  intended  it  for  publick  View,  I  fhould  have 

followed  the  ufual  Forms  of  Poetry,  fo  far   as  at  leaf,  as  to 

fpend  fome  Pages  in    the  Char  after  and  Praifes  of  the  De~ 

ceafed,  and  thence    have    taken    Occafion  to  call  Mankind  to 

complain  aloud  of  the  univerjal  and  unfpeakable   Lofs  :   But 

I  wrote  merely  for  my  J elf  as  a  Friend  of  the  Dead,  and  to 

eaje  my  full  Soul  by   breathing    out  my  own   Complaints  ;  I 

knew  his  Char  after  and  Virtues  fo  well,  that  there  was  no 

need  to  mention  ^771  while  I  talked  only  with  my  felf;  for  the 

• Image  cf  them  was  ever  prefent   with  tne,  which  kept  tbe 

Pain  at  the  Heart  intenfe  and  lively,    and  my  Tears  f  owing 

with  my  Ferfe. 

Perhaps  your   Ladyfip  will  expeft  fome  Divine  Thoughts 
and  Sacred  Meditations,  mingled  with  a  Subjeft  fo  folemn  as 
this  is  :  Had  I  form  d  a  Defgn  cf  offering  it   to  your  Hands, 
I  had  composed  a    mere  Chriftian  Poem ;  but  'twas  Grief 
purely  natural  for  a    Death  fo  fur  pricing  that  drew  all  the 
Strokes  of  it,  and  therefore  my  Reflections  are  chiefly  of  a  moral 
Strain.     Such   as  it  is,  your  Ladyjhip  requires  a  Copy  of  it  ; 
but  let  it  not  touch  your  Soul  too  tenderly,  nor  renew  your  own 
Mournings.     Receive  it,  Madam,  as   an  Offering  of  Love 
and  "ears  at  the  Tomb  of  a  departed  Friend,  and  let  it   abide 
with  you  as  a  Witnefs  of  that  affeftionate  Refpeft  and  Honour 
thai  I  bore  him  ;  all  which,    as  your  Lady/hip's  moft  rightful 
Due,  both   by  Merit  and  by  Succeffion,  is  now  hrnnbly  offered, 
by, 

Madam, 

Tour  Ladyfhifs  moft  Hearty 

and  Obedient  Servant \ 


I,    WATTS. 
To 
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To  the  dear  Memory  of  my  honoured  Friend, 

THOMAS    G  U  N  S  T  0  N9  Efq; 

V/ho  died  Nov.  n,    1700,  when  he  had  jujt 
finiflxd  his  Seat  at  Newington. 

OF  blafted  Hopes,  and  of  fhort  withering  Joys, 
Sing,  heavenly  Mufe.     Try  thine  Ethereal  Voice 
Jn  Funeral  Numbers  and  a  doleful  Song  ; 
GUNSTON  the  Juft,  the  Generous,  and  the  Young, 
GUNSTON  the  Friend  is  dead.     O  empty  Name 
Of  earthly  Blifs  !   'tis  all  an  airy  Dream, 
All  a  vain  Thought  !  Our  foaring  Fancies  rife 
On  treacherous  Wings !    and  Hopes  that  touch  the  Skies 
Drag  but  a  longer  P.uin  thro*  the  downward  Air, 
And  plunge  the  falling  Joy  ftill  deeper  in  Defpiar. . 

How  did  our  Souls  ftand  flatrer'd  and  prepar'd 
To  fhout  him  welcome  to  the  Seat  he  rear'd  J 
There  the  dear  Man  mould  fee  his  Hopes  complete, 
Smiling,   and  tailing  ev'ry  lawful  Sweet 
That  Peace  and  Plenty  brings,  while  numerous  Yeans 
Circling  delightful  play'd  around  the  Spheres : 
Revolving-Suns  fhould  ftill  renew  his  Strength, 
And  draw  th1  uncommon  Thread  to  an  unufual  Length. 
But  hafty  Fate  thrufts  her  dread  Shears  between, 
Cuts  the  young  Life  off,  and  (huts  up  the  Scene. 

O  4  ThUb 
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Thus  airy  Pleasure  dances  in  our  Eyes, 

And  fpreads  falfe  Images  in  fair  Difguife, 

T'  allure  our  Souls,  till  juft  within  our  Arms 

The  Virion  dies,  and  all  the  painted  Charms 

Flee  quick  away  from  the  purfuing  Sight, 

Till  they  are  loft  in  Shades,  and  mingle  with  the  Night, 

Mufe,  ftretch  thy  Wings,  and  thy  fad  Journey  bend 
To  the  fair  Fabric  k  that  thy  dying  Friend 
Built  namqlefs  :  ^twill  fuggeft  a  Thoufand  Things 
Mournful  and  foft  as  my  Urania  fings, 

How  did  he  lay  the  deep  Foundations  ftrong, 
Marking  the  Bounds,   and  rear  the  Walls  along 
Solid  andlafting  ;  there  a  numerous  Train 
Of  happy  GUNSTONS  might  in  Pleafure  reign, 
V/hi'e  Nations  perifli,  and  long  Ages  run, 
Nations  unborn,   and  Ages  unbegun  : 
Not  Timeitfelf  mould  waile  the  bleft  Eftate, 
Nor  the  tenth  Race  rebuild  the  ancient  Seat. 
How  fond  our  Fancies  are  !  the  Founder  dies 
Childlefs  ;  his  Sifters  weep  and  clofe  his  Eyes, 
And  wait  upon  his  Hearfe  with  never-ceafing  Cries. 
Lofty  and  flow  it  moves  to  meet  the  Tomb, 
While  weighty  Sorrow  nods  on  everyPlume  ; 
A  thoufand  Groans  his  dear  Remains  convey,  «j 

To  his  cold  Lodging  in  a  Bed  of  Clay,  > 

His  Country's  facred  Tears  well- watering  all  the  way.  j 
See  the  dull  Wheels  roll  on  the  fable  Road  ; 
But  no  dear  Son  to  tread  the  mournful  Load, 
And  fondly  kind  drop  his  young  Sorrows  there, 
The  Father's  Urn  bedewing  with  a  filial  Tear. . 
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O  had  he  left  us  One  behind,  to  play 

Wanton  about  the  painted  Hall,  and  fay, 

J  \s  was  my  I  athers%  With  impatient  Joy 

In  my  fond  Arms  Fd  clafp  the  fmilingBoy, 

And  call  him  my  Young  Friend  :  but  awful  Fate, 

Defign'd  the  mighty  Stroke  as  lafling  as  'twas  great. 

And  mull  this  Building  then,  this  coftly  Frame 
Stand  here  for  Strangers  ?  mull  fome  unknown  Name, 
Poffefs  thefe  Rooms,  the  Labours  of  my  Friend  ? 
Why  were  thefe  Walls  rais'd  for  this  haplefs  End  ? 
Why  thefe  Apartme?its  all  adorn'd  fo  gay  ? 
Why  his  rich  Fancy  lavinYd  thus  away  ? 
Mufe,  view  the  Paintings,  how  the  hovering  Light 
Plays  o'er  the  Colours  in  a  wanton  Flight, 
And  mingled  shades  wrought  in  by  foft  Degrees, 
Give  a  fweet  Foil  to  all  the  charming  Piece  ; 
But  Night,  eternal  Night,  hangs  black  around 
The  difmal  Chambers  of  the  hollow  Ground, 
And  folid  Shades  unmingled  round  his  Bed 
Stand  hideous:  Earthy  Fogs  embrace  his  Head, 
And  noifome  Vapours  glide  along  his  Face 
Rifing  perpetual.     Mufe,  forfake  the  Place, 
Flee  the  raw  Damps  of  the  unwholefome  Clay, 
Look  to  his  airy  fpacious  Hall,    and  fay,    ■ 
"  How  has  he  changed  it  for  alonefome  Cave, 
"  ConfuTd  and  crowded  in  a  narrow  Grave  f 

TV  unhappy  Home,  looks  defolate  and  mourns, 
And  every  Door  groans  doleful  as  it  turns  3 
The  Pillars  langoifh;  and  each  lofty  Wall 
Stately  in  Grief,  laments  the  Mailer's  FalL 


°S  la 
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In  Drops  of  briny  Dew;   the  Fabrick  bears 

His  faint  Refemblance,  and  renews  my  Tears. 

Solid  and  fquare  it  rifes  from  below  : 

A  noble  Air  without  a  gaudy  Show 

Reigns  thro'  the  Model,  and  adorns  the  Whble, 

Manly  and  plain.     Such  was  the  Builder's  Soul. 

O  how  I  love  to  view  the  (lately  Frame, 
That  dear  Memorial  of  the  beft-lov'd  Name  f 
Then  could  I  wifh  for  fome  prodigious  Cave 
Vaft  as  his  Seat,  and  filent  as  his  Grave, 
Where  the  tall  Shades  ftretch  to  the  hideous  Roof, 
Forbid  the  Day,  and  guard  the  Sun-beams  off; 
Thither,  my  willing  Feet,  mould  ye  be  drawn 
At  the  grey  Twilight,  and  the  early  Dawn, 
There  fweetly  fad  mould  my  foft  Minutes  roll, 
Numbringthe  Sorrows  of  my  drooping  Soul. 
But  thefe  are  airy  Thoughts  !  fubflantial  Grief 
Grows  by  thofe  Objefts  that  mould  yield  Relief; 
Fond  of  my  Woes  I  heave  my  Eyes  around, 
My  Grief  from  every  Profpect  courts  a  Wound ; 
Views  the  green  Gardens,  views  the  fmiling  Skies, 
Still  my  Heart  finks,  and  Hill  my  Cares  arife ; 
My  wandering  Feet  round  the  fair  Manfion  rove, 
And  there  to  footh  my  Sorrows  I  indulge  my  Love. 

Oft  have  I  laid  the  awful  CaUuin  by, 
And  the  fweet  Cowley,  with  impatient  Eye 
To  fee  thofe  Walls,   pay  the  fad  Vifit  there, 
And  drop  the  Tribute  of  an  hourly  Tear : 
Still  I  behold  fome  melancholy  Scene, 
With  many  a  penfive  Thought,  and  many  a  Sigh  between. 

Two 
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Two  Days  ago  wc  took  the  Evening  Air, 

I,  and  my  Grief,  and  my  Urania  there, 

Say,  my  OW  theV/eftern  Sun 

Broke  from  black  Clouds,  and  in  full  Glory  fhone 

Gilding  the  Roof,  then  croptimo  the  Sea, 

And  fudden  Night  devour'd  the  Tweet  Remains  of  Day ; 

Thus  the  bright  Yb-ith  juft  rear'd  his  :T.in:ng  Head 

From  obfcure  Shades  of  Life,  and  funk  among  the  Dead, 

The  rifing  Sun  adorn'd  with  ail  his  Light 

Smiles  on  thefe  Walls  again  :  but  endleis  Night 

Reigns  uncontrould  where  the  dear  GLi\STON  lies, 

He'sfet  for  e^er,  and  main  never  rife. 

Then  why  thefe  Beams,  unfeafonable  Star, 

Thefe  nghtfome  Smiles  descending  rroir.  afar, 

To  greet  a  mourning  Houfe  ?  In  vain  the  Day 

Breaks  thro' the  Windonxs  with  a  joyful  Ray, 

And  marks  a  mining  Path  along  the  Floors 

Bounding  the  Evening  and  the  Mbr *>ii      Hours  ; 

In  vain  it  bounds  'em  :  while  van  jfs  T 

And  hollow  Silence  reL  '  all  the  Place,  > 

Nor  heeds  the  cheariul  change  of  Nature's  Face.         J 

Yet  Nature's  WheeL  will  on  without  Controul, 

The  Su  rife,  the  tuneful  will  roll, 

Arid  the  two  nightly  Bears  walk  round  and  watch  thePole 

ile  I  fpeak,  high  on  her  fable  Wheel 
Old  dyancinj   1         s  the  Eaftern  Hill  : 

Troop-  ^pareher  Way  ;  b;hold, 

He  brown  Pinionsfi  ith-Everj        ...Id 

Spread  fhadowmg  o'er  the  Houfe,  and  glide  away, 
Slowly  pursuing  the  declining  Day  ; 

O'er 
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O  'er  the  broad  Roof  they  fly  their  Circuit  ftill,  I 

Thus  Days  before  t{iey  did,  and  Days  to  come  they  will ; 

But  the  black  Cloud  that  fhadows  o'er  his  Eyes 

Hangs  there  unmoveable,    and  never  flies : 

Fain  would  I  Lid  the  envious  Gloom  begone  ; 

Ah  fruitlefs  Wifh  f  how  are  his  Curtains  drawn 

For  a  long  Evening  that  defpairs  the  Dawn  ! 

Mufe,  view  the  Turret :  juft  beneath  the  Skies 
Lonefome  it  ftands,  and  Axes  my  fad  Eyes, 
As  it  would  afk  a  Tear.     O  facred  Seat 
Sacred  to  Friendfhip  !  O  divine  Retreat ! 
Here  did  I  hope  my  happy  Hours  t'  employ, 
And  fed  before-hand  on  the  promis'd  Joy, 
When  weary  of  the  noify  Town,  my  Friend 
From  mortal  Cares  retiring,  mould  afcend 
And  lead  me  thither.     We  alone  wou'd  fit 
Free  and  fecure  of  all  intruding  Feet : 
Our  Thoughts  mould  flretch  their  longeft  Wings,  and  rife 
Nor  bound  their  Soarings  by  the  lower  Skies  : 
Our  Tongues  mould  aim  at  everlafting  Themes, 
And  fpeak  what  Mortals  dare,  of  all  the  Names 
Of  boundlefs  Joys  and  Glories,  Tarones  and  Seats 
Built  high  in  Heaven  for  Souls  :  We'd  trace  the  Streets 
Of  golden  Pavement,  walk  each  blifsful  Field, 
And  climb  and  tafle  the  Fruits  the  fpicy  Mountains  yield  : 
Then  would  we  fwear  to  keep  the  facred  Road, 
And  walk  right  upwards  to  that  bleft  Abode  ; 
We'd  charge  our  parting  Spirits  thereto  meet, 
There  Hand  in  Hand  approach  th'  Almighty  Seat, 
And  bend  our  Heads  adoring  at  our  Maker's  Feet. 

Thus 


} 
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Thus  fhould  we  mount  on  bold  advent'rous  Wings 
In  high  Difcourfe,  and  dwell  on  heavenly  Things, 
While  the  pleas'd  Hours  in  fweet  Succeffion  move, 
And  Minutes  meafur'd,  as  they  are  above, 
By  ever- circling  Joys,  and  ever  mining  Love. 


Anon  our  Thoughts  fhould  lower  their  lofty  Flight, 
Sink  by  degrees,  and  take  a  plealing  Sight, 
A  large  round  Profpedt  of  the  fpreading  Plain, 
The  wealthy  River,  and  his  winding  Train, 
The  fmoaky  City,  and  the  bufy  Men. 
How  we  fhould  fmile  to  fee  degenerate  Worms 
Lavifh  their  Lives,  and  fight  for  airy  Forms 
Of  painted  Honour,  Dreams  of  empty  Sound 
Till  Envy  rife,  and  fhoot  a  fecret  Wound 
At  fwelling  Glory,  flrait  the  Bubble  breaks, 
And  the  Scenes  vanifh,  as  the  Man  awakes; 
Then  the  tall  Titles  infolent  and  proud 
Sink  to  the  Duft,  and  mingle  with  the  Crowd. 

Man  is  a  reftlefs  Thing ;  ftill  vain  and  wild, 
Lives  beyond  fixty,  nor  outgrows  the  Child  : 
His  hurrying  Lulls  flill  break  the  facred  Bound 
To  feek  new  Pleafures  on  forbidden  Ground, 
And  buy  them  all  too  dear.     Unthinking  Fool, 
For  a  fhort  dying  Joy  to  fell  a  deathlefs  Soul ! 
'Tis  but  a  Grain  of  Sweetnefs  they  can  fow, 
And  reap  the  long  fad  Harvefl  of  eternal  Woe. 

Another  Tribe  toil  in  a  different  Strife, 
And  banifh  all  the  lawful  Sweets  of  Life, 


s 
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To  fweat  and  dig  for  Gold,  to  hoard  the  Oar,  J 

Hide  the  dear  Dufl,  yet  darker  than  before,  > 

And  never  dare  to  ufe  a  Grain  of  all  the  Store.  3 

Happy  the  Man  that  knows  the  Value  juft 
Of  Earthly  Things,  nor  is  enflav'd  to  Duft 
'Tis  a  rich  Gift  the  Skies  but  rarely  fend 
To  Fav'rite  £ouIs.     Then  happy  thou,  my  Friend, 
For  thou  hadft  learnt  to  manage  and  command 
The  Wealth  that  Heaven  beflow'cl  with  liberal  Hand  : 
Hence  this  fair  Structure  rofe ;  and  hence  this  Seat      1 
Made  to  invite  my  not  unwilling  Feet :  > 

In  vain  V*vas  made  !  for  we  mall  never  meet,  3 

And  fmile,  and  love,  and  blefs  each  other  here, 
The  envious  Tomb  forbids  thy  Face  t'appear, 
Detains  thee,  GUNSTON,  from  my  longing  Eyes, 
And  all  my  Hopes  lie  bury'd,  where  my  GUNSTON  lies. 

Come  hither,  all  ye  tendered  Souls,  that  know 
The  Heights  of  Fondnefs,  and  the  Depths  of  Woe, 
Young  Atfothers,  who  your  darling  Babes  have  found 
Untimely  murder'd  with  a  ghaftly  Wound  ; 
Ye  frighted  Nymphs,  who  on  the  Bridal  Bed 
Clafp'd  in  your  Arms  your  Lovers  co*d  and  dead, 
Come ;  in  the  Pomp  of  all  your  wild  Defpair, 
With  flowing  Eye-iids,  and  diforder'd  Hair, 
Death  in  your  Looks ;  come,  mingle  Grief  with  me, 
And  drown  your  little  Streams  in  my  unbounded  Sea. 

You  facred  Mourners  of  a  nobler  Mould, 
Bom  for  a  Friend,  whofe  dear  Embraces  hold 
Beyond  all  Nature's  Ties ;  you  that  have  known 
Two  happy  Souls  made  intimately  One, 

And 
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And  felt  a  parting  Stroke  :  Tis  you  muft  tell 
The  Smart,  the  Twinges,  and  the  Racks  I  feel  : 
This  Soul  of  mine  that  dreadful  Wound  has  borne, 
Off  from  its  Side  its  deareft  Half  is  torn, 
The  reft  lies  bleeding,  and  but  lives  to  mourn. 
Oh  infinite  Diftrefs  !  fuch  raging  Grief 
Should  command  Pity,  and  defpair  Relief. 
Paflion,  methinks,  mould  rife  from  ail  my  Groans, 
Give  Senfe  to  Rocks,  and  Sympathy  to  Stones. 

Ye  dufky  Woods  and  echoing  Hills  around, 
Repeat  my  Cries  with  a  perpetual  Sound  : 
Be  all  ye  flow'ry  Vales  with  Thorns  o'ergrown, 
Aflift  my  Sorrows,  and  declare  your  own  ; 
Alas  !  Your  Lord  is  dead.     The  humble  Plain 
Muft  ne'er  receive  his  courteous  Feet  again : 
Mourn  ye  gay  fmiling  Meadows,  and  be  feen 
In  wintry  Robes,  inftead  of  youthful  Green  ; 
And  bid  the  Brook,  that  ftill  runs  warbling  by, 
Move  filent  on,  and  weep  his  uielefs  Channel  dry. 
Hither  methinks  the  lowing  Herd  mould  come, 
And  moaning  Turtles  murmur  o'er  his  Tomb  : 
The  Oak  fhall  wither,  and  the  curling  Vine 
Weep  his  young  Life  out,  while  his  Arms  untwine 
Their  amorous  Folds,  and  mix  his  bleeding  Soul  with 

mine. 

Ye  ftatcly  Elms,  in  your  long  Order  mourn  *, 
Strip  off  your  Pride  to  drefs  your  Mailer's  Urn  : 
Here  gently  drop  your  Leaves,  inftead  of  Tears  : 
Ye  Elms,  the  reverend  Growth  of  ancient  Years  *, 

*  'There  Tear  a  lor,<r  rcu)  of  tall  Elms  then  Ji  an  ding  where  fcrnt  y:ars 
after  the  Irwer  Garden  tval  made. 

Stand 


} 
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Stand  tall  and  naked  to  the  bluflering  Rage 

Of  the  mad  Winds  ;  thus  it  becomes  your  Age 

To  (hew  your  Sorrows.     Often  ye  have  feen 

Our  Heads  reclin'd  upon  the  rifmg  Green  ; 

Beneath  your  facred  Shade  diffus'd  we  lay, 

Here  Friendship  reign'd  with  an  unbounded  Sway  : 

Hither  our  Souls  their  conftant  OiFrings  brought, 

The  Burthens  of  the  Breaft,  and  Labours  of  the  Thought ; 

Our  opening  Bofoms  on  the  confcious  Ground 

Spread  all  the  Sorrows  and  the  Joys  we  found, 

And  mingled  every  Care ;  nor  was  it  known 

Which  of  the  Pains  and  Pleafures  were  our  own  ; 

Then  with  an  equal  Hand  and  honeit  Soul  -j 

We  fhare  the  Heap,  yet  both  pofTeis  the  Whole,  ( 

And  all  the  Paflions  there  thro'  both  our  Bofoms  roll.      j 

By  turns  we  comfort,  and  by  turns  complain, 

And  bear  and  eafe  by  ./turns  the  Sympathy  of  Pain. 

Friendship !  myfterious  Thing,  what  Magic  Pow'rs 
Support  thy  Sway,  and  charm  thefe  Minds  of  ours  ? 
Bound  to  thy  Foot  we  boaft  our  Birth-right  Hill, 
And  dream  of  Freedom,  when  we've  loft  our  Will, 
And  chang'd  away  our  Souls :  At  thy  Command 
We  fnatch  new  Miferies  from  a  foreign  Hand, 
To  call  them  ours ;  and  thoughtlefs  of  our  Eafe, 
Plague  the  dear  Self  that  we  were  born  to  pleafe. 
Thou  Tyrannefs  of  Minds,  whofe  cruel  Throne 
Heaps  on  poor  Mortals  Sorrows  not  their  own ; 
As  though  our  Mother  Nature  could  no  more 
Find  Woes  fufficient  for  each  Son  ihe  bore, 
Friendlhip  divides  the  Shares,    and  lengthens  out  the 
Store. 


} 


Yet 
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Yet  are  we  fond  of  thine  imperious  Reign, 
Proud  of  thy  Slavery,  wanton  in  our  Pain, 
And  chide  the  courteous  Hand  when  Death 
the  Chain. 


•      ] 

:ath  JiiToIves  1 


Virtue,  forgive  the  Thought !  the  raving  Mttfe 
Wild  and  defpairing  knows  not  what  fhe  does, 
Grows  rnad  in  Grief,  and  in  her  favage  Hours 
Affronts  the  Name  fhe  loves  and  fhe  adores. 
She  is  thy  Vofrefs  too  ;  and  at  thy  Shrine, 
O  facred  Friendship,  offer'd  Songs  Divine, 
While  GUNS  TON  liv'd,    and  both  our  Souk  were 

thine. 

Here  to  thefe  Shades  at  folemn  Hours  we  came, 
To  pay  Devotion  with  a  mutual  Flame, 
Partner*  In  E I  fs.     Sweet  Luxury  of  '-he  Mind  [ 
And  fweetthe  Aids  of  Senfe  !  Each  ruder  Wind 
Slept  in  its  Carerns,  while  an  Evening-Breeze 
Fann'd  the  Leaves  gently,  fporting  thro'  ihc  Tree.  jj 
The  Liniet  and  the  Lark  their  Vefpers  fung, 
And  Clouds  of  Crimfon  o'er  th*  Horizon  hung  ; 
The  flow-declining  Sun  with  floping  Wheels 
Sunk  down  the  golden  Day  behind  theWeftern  Hills. 

Mourn  ye  ycung  Gardens,  ye  unf.nilVd  Gates', 
Ye  green  Inclofures,  and  ye  growing  Sweets 
Lament,  for  ye  our  Midnight  Hours  have  knalrn, 
And  watch'd  us  walking  by  the  filent  Moon 
In  Conference  divine,  while  heavenly  Fire 
Kindling  our  Breaih  did  all  our  Thoughts  infpire 
With  Joys  almoft  immcrta!  ;  then  cur  Zeal 
Blaz'd  and  burnt  high  to  reach  th1  Ethereal  Hill, 
And  Love  refind,  like  that  above  the  Poles, 
Threw  both  our  Arms  round  one  another's  Souls 


} 


In 
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In  Rapture  and  Embraces.     Oh  forbear, 
Forbear,  my  Song !  this  is  too  much  to  hear, 
Too  dreadful  to  repeat ;  fuch  Joys  as  thefe 
Fled  from  the  Earth  for  ever  ! 

Oh  for  a  general  Grief!  let  all  things  fhare 
Our  Woes,  that  knew  our  Loves :  The  neighbouring  Air 
Let  it  be  laden  with  immortal  Sighs, 
And  tell  the  Gales,  that  every  Breath  that  flies 
Over  thefe  Fields  mould  murmur  and  complain, 
And  kifs  the  fading  Grafs,  and  propagate  the  Pain. 
Weep  all  ye.  Buildings,  and  the  Groves  around 
For  ever  weep  :  this  is  an  endlefs  Wound, 
Vail  and  incurable.     Ye  Buildings  knew 
His  Silver  Tongue,  ye  Groves  have  heard  it  too  : 
At  that  dear  Sound  no  more  fhall  ye  rejoice, 
And  I  no  more  muft  hear  the  charming  Voice  : 
Woe  to  my  drooping  Soul !  that  heavenly  Breath 
That  could  fpeak  Life  lies  now  congeaPd  in  Death; 
While  on  his  folded  Lips  all  cold  and  pale 
Eternal  Chains  and  heavy  Silence  dwell. 

Yet  my  fond  Hope  would  hear  him  fpeak  again, 
Once  more  at  leaft,  one  gentle  Word,  and  then 
GUNS  TON  aloud  I  call :  In  vain  I  cry 
GUN  ST  ON  aloud  ;  for  he  muft  ne'er  reply. 
In  vain  I  mourn,  and  drop  thefe  Funeral  Tears, 
Death  and  the  Grave  have  neither  Eyes  nor  Ears : 
WandVing  I  tune  my  Sorrows  to  the  Groves, 
And  vent  my  fuelling  Griefs,  and  tell  the  Winds  our  Loves; 
While  the  dear  Youth  fleeps  fail,  and  hears  them  not : 
He  hath  forgot  me :  In  the  lonefome  Vault 

Mindlefs 
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Mindlefs  of  WATTS  and  Friendship,  cold  he  lies, 
Deaf  and  unthinking  Clay.  *     ■ 

But  whither  am  I  led  ?  this  artlefs  Grief 
Hurries  the  Mule  on,  obirinate  and  deaf 
To  all  the  nicer  Rules,  and  bears  her  down 
From  the  tall  Fabrick  to  the  neighbouring  Ground  : 
The  pleafmg  Flours,  the  happy  Moments  pad 
In  thefe  fweet  Fields  reviving  on  my  Tafte 
Snatch  me  away  refiftlefs  with  impetuous  Hade. 
Spread  thy  ftrong  Pinions  once  again,  my  Song, 
And  reach  the  Turret  thou  hail  left  fo  long  : 
O'er  the  wide  Roof  its  lofty  Head  it  rears, 
Long  waiting  our  Converfe  ;  but  only  hears 
The  noify  Tumults  of  the  Realms  on  high  ; 
The  Winds  falute  it  whittling  as  they  fiy, 
Or  jarring  round  the  Windows :  rattling  Showers 
Laih  the  fair  Sides ;   above  loud  Thunder  roars ; 
But  ftill  the  Matter  fleeps ;  nor  hears  the  Voice 
Of  facred  Friendship,  nor  the  Tempeft's  Noife  : 
An  Iron  Slumber  fits  on  every  Seme, 
In  vain  the  heavenly  Thunders  ftrive  to  roufe  it  thence. 

One  Labour  more,  my  Mufe,  the  golden  Sphere 
Seems  to  demand  ;  fee  thro'  the  dufky  Air 
Downward  it  mines  upon  the  riling  Moon  ; 
And,  as  fhe  labours  up  to  reach  her  Noon, 
Purfues  her  Orb  with  rcpercufTive  Light, 
And  dreaming  Gold  repays  the  paler  Beams  of  Night : 
But  not  one  Ray  can  reach  the  darkfome  Grave, 
Or  pierce  the  folid  Gloom  that  fills  the  Cave 

Where 
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Where  G  UNS  70  N  dwells  in  Death.  Behold  it  flames 
Like  fome  new  Meteor  with  diffufive  Beams      - 
Thro'  the  Mid-heaven,  and  overcomes  the  Stars ;  ^ 

°  So  mines  thy  GUNSTON's  Soul  above  the  Spheres,  V 
Raphael  replies,  and  wipes  away  my  Tears.  3 

We  Taw  the  Flefh  fink  down  with  doling  Eyes, 
"  We  heard  thy  Grief  fhriek  out,  He  dies,  He  dies, 
"  Miftaken  Grief!  to  call  the  Flefh  the  Friend ! 
"  On  our  fair  Wings  did  the  bright  Youth  afcend, 

All  Heavn  ernbrac'd  him  with  immortal  Love, 
"  And  fung  his  Welcome  to  the  Courts  above. 
'*  Gentle  Muriel  led  him  round  the  Skies, 
"  The  Buildings  ftruck  him  with  immenfe  Surprize  : 
rt  The  Spires  all  radiant,  and  the  Manfions  bright, 
"  The  Roof  high- vaulted  with  Ethereal  Light : 
"  Beauty  and  Strength  on  the  tall  Bulwarks  fat 

In  heavenly  Diamond  ;  and  for  every  Gate 
"  On  golden  Hinges  a  broad  Ruby  tarns, 
"  Guards  off  the  Foe,  and  as  it  moves  it  burns ; 
H  Millions  of  Glories  reign  thro'  every  Part ; 
u  Infinite  Power,  and  uncreated  Art 
«'  Stand  here  difplay'd,  and  to  the  Stranger  mow 
I*  How  it  out-fhines  the  noblell  Seats  below. 
"  The  Stranger  fed  his  gazing  Pow'rs  a  while 
"  Tranfported :  Then,  with  a  regardlefs  Smile, 
u  Glanc'd  his  Eye  downward  thro'  the  Cryftal  Floor, 
u  And  took  eternal  Leave  of  what  he  Luilt  before. 

Now,  fair  Urania,  leave  the  doleful  Strain ; 
Raphael  commands :  Affume  thy  Joys  again. 


In 
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In  everlafting  Numbers  fmg,  and  fay, 

"  GUN  ST  ON  has  mov'd  his  Dwelling  to  the  Realms 

of  Day  ; 
11  GUNSTON  the  Friend  lives  ftill  :    And  give  thy 

Groans  away. 

-£,  cjo    CyL?    cjo    L?o    o"j>    O-js    cj&    caj  rr\ 
An  ELEGY  on 

Mr.    THOMAS   GOUGE. 

T  O 

Mr.  ARTHUR  SHALLET,  Merely 

Worthy  Sir, 
*X  #  E  Sukjefl  of  the  following  Elegy  was  high  in  your 
EJieem,  and  enjoy  d  a  large  Share  of  your  Affeciions. 
Scarce  doth  his  Memory  need  the  Affiance  of  the  Mufe  to 
make  it  perpetual  -,  but  when/be  can  at  once  pay  her  Honours 
to  the  venerable  Dead,  ar.d  by  this  Addrefs  acknowledge  the 
Favours  jhe  has  received  from  the  Living,  'tis  a  double 
Pleafure  to, 

S  I  R. 

Your  Obliged  Humble  Servant, 

/.  WATTS. 

To 
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To  the  Memory  of  the 

Revd.  Mr.  THOMAS    GOUGE, 
Who  died  Jan.  8th,   i|§£ 

I. 

YE  Virgin-Souls,  whofe  Tweet  Complaint    Pfa/.  137. 
Could  teach  Euphrates  not  to  flow,  Lament,  i. 

Could  Siotis  Ruin  fo  divinely  paint,  2,  3, 

Array 'd  in  Beauty  and  in  Woe  : 

Awake  ye  Virgin- Souls  to  mourn, 
And  with  your  tuneful  Sorrows  drefs  a  Prophet's  Urn. 

O  could  my  Lips  or  flowing  Eyes 

But  imitate,  fuch  charming  Grief, 

I'd  teach  the  Seas,  and  teach  the  Skies 

Wailings,  and  Sobs,  and  Sympathies, 

Nor  mould  the  Stones  or  Rocks  be  deaf; 

Rocks  (hall  have  Eyes,  and  Stones  have  Ears 
While  GOUGE's  Death  is  mourn'd  in  Melody  andTear*. 

II. 

Heav'n  was  impatient  of  our  Crimes, 

And  fent  his  Miniiter  of  Death 
To  fcourge  the  bold  Pcebellion  of  the  Times, 
And  to  demand  our  Prcphefs  Breath ; 

He  came  cpmmiflion'd  for  the  Fates 

Of  awful  MEAD,  and  charming  BATES; 

There 
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There  he  effay'd  the  Vengeance  firft, 
Then  took  a  difinal  Aim,  and  brought  great  GOUGE 
to  Duh\ 


m. 


Sreat  G  O  UG  E  to  Duft  !  how  doleful  is  the  Sound  | 
low  vaft  the  Stroke  is !  and  how  wide  the  Wound  ! 

Oh  painful  Stroke  !  diitrefimg  Death  ! 
V  Wound  unmeafurably  wide, 
No  vulgar  Mortal  dy'd 
When  he  refigr/d  his  Breath. 

The  xMufe  that  mourns  a  Nation's  Fall, 

Should  wait  at  GOUGE'S  Funeral, 

Should  mingle  Majefty  and  ( 

Such  as  (he  lings  to  finking  Thrones, 

And  in  deep  founding  Numbers  tefl. 
low  Sio?i  trembled,  when  this  I  illar  fell. 

Sion  grows  weak,  and  England  poor, 

Nature  her  felf,  with  all  her  Store, 
an  furnifh  fuch  a  Pomp  far  Death  no  more. 

IV. 
'he  Reverend  Man  let  all  Things  mourn ; 
Sure  he  was  iorne  ^Ethereal  Mind, 
Fated  in  Flefli  to  be  confin'd. 
And  order'd  to  be  born. 
His  Soul  was  of  th'  Angelic  Frame, 
he  fame  Ingredients,  and  the  Mould  the  fame, 
rhen  the  Creator  makes  a  Minifter  of  flame. 
He  was  all  form'd  of  heav'nly  Things, 
jprtalt,  believe  what  m  ,  fings, 

or  fhe  has  feen  him  rife  upon  his  flamy  Wi. 

V.  How 
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v. 

How  would  he  mount,  how  would  he 
Up  thro'  the  Ocean  of  th. 
A'rdtheCceieftialCo- 

]  move, 

jfe  pur:*  \  with  her 

But,  A  ou  can  . 

oft  you  met  h  cht, 

I  knew  die  Stra 

And«i£: 

rnrcd  the  well  known  7  golden  St 

And  walked  among  the  Stars. 

I 

how  he  climb*d  the  E  -  Hills 

Si  Jlealms  abc 

Borne  on  a  ftron  :  1  en  the  fiery  Wheels 

Of  ortal  Lc 

*Twas  there  he  took  a  glorious  fight 

ae  Inaeriiar  aints  in 

And  rea.:  Right : 

How  oft  the  humble  Sch 
And  to  your  SoDgs  he  raii 
To  learn  th'  unut:  \ 
To  view  th*  Eternal  Bafe  that  bears 

7/  f 
The  Countenance  of  God  he  faw, 

Full  of  M.  :  Awe, 

The  "  ~nd  Glories  of  ; 


frg  the  hlamtt)  ef  ffaT>z±o.        tg| 

Tine  be 

Tit  tpeaas5il  Crifrrf,  Ml  Ac  ier7  Zjsm 


Wkkm 

Ik  Bdfa  tf  ■ 

Tic  Vdncs  fljpndio&sE^ 

A:,:  .'v  —  ;:--_.p::-   -   it.: 


v;; 

Hr«-  «-u^l  kii  Z<tal  ob*  «jl:  ^:«s  _x* 
Serai  x  iloui.  kt  Wf  tk  Kama  toe, 
Iwil  Hi i ii i ill  ITfc^AiBiii  1 1  Itkiiijl    biii  f  mi  m 

Til 


-  Wefcar  tea,  fcyffcT 

•  Wiit*  2-a  Hon 

-  Wt  nsri  dbc  Ronm  :c  hi  Drib* 

-  Aeri  a^r  c  Mi  ? 
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"  We  knew  the  fecret  Flights  of  his  retiring  Hours, 

"  Nightly  he  wak'd  his  inward  Powers, 
*'  Young  lfrael  rofe  to  wreflle  with  his  God, 
.*'  And  with  unconquerM  Force  fcal'd  the  celeflial  Tower*, 
ff  To  reach  the  Blefling  down  for  thofe.  that  fought  his 
Blood. 
«'  Oft  we  beheld  the  Thunderer's  Hand 
*'  Rais'd  high  to  crufh  the  factious  Foe ; 
xi  As  oft  we  faw  the  rolling  Vengeance  ftand 

u  Doubtful  t'  obey  the  dread  Command. 
V  While  his  afcending  Pra.y'r  upheld  the  falling  Blovy. 

IX. 
Draw  the  paft  Scenes  of  thy  Delight, 
My  Mufe,  and  bring  the  wond'rous  Man  to  fight. 
Place  himfurrounded  as  he  flood 
With  pious  Crowds,  while  from  his  Tongue 
A  Stream  of  Harmony  ran  foft  along, 
,«And  every  Ear  drank  in  the  flowing  Good : 

Softly  it  ran  its  filver  Way, 
Till  warm  Devotion  rais'd  the  Current  ftrong: 
Then  fervid  Zeal  on  the  fweet  Deluge  rode, 

Life,  Love  and  Glory,  Grace  and  Joy, 
Divinely  roll'd  promifcuous  on  the  Torrent-Flood, 
And  bore  our  raptur'd  Senfe  away,   and  Thoughts  and 
Souls  to  God. 
O  might  we  dwell  for  ever  there ! 
-No  more  return  to  breathe  this  grofTer  Air, 
This  Atmofp^ere  of  Sin,  Calamity  and  Care. 

X. 
But  heavenly  Scenes  foon  leave  the  Sight 

While  we  belong  to  Clay, 
J? afficms  of  Terror  and  Delight 
Xtemand  alternate  Sway, 

SAold 
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> 
Behold  the  Man,  whofe  awful  Voice 

Could  well  proclaim  the  fiery  -Law, 

Kindle  the  Flames  that  Mofes  faw, 

And  fwell  the  Trumpet's  warlike  Noife. 
He  Hands  the  Herald  of  the  threatning  Skies, 
Lo,  on  his  reverend  Brow  the  Frowns  divinely  rife, 
AH  Stoat's  Thunder  on  his  Tongue,  and  Lightning  in  hi9 
Eyes. 

Round  the  high  Roof  the  Curfes  flew 

Diftinguifhing  each  guilty  Head, 
Far  from  th"  unequal  War  the  Atheift  fled, 

His  kindled  Arrows  Hill  purfue, 

His  Arrows  ftrike  the  Atheift  thro', 
And  o'er  his  inmofl  Powers  a  fhuddering  Horror  fpread* 
The  Marble  Heart  groans  with  an  inward  Wound : 

Blafpheming  Souls  of  harden'd  Steel 
Shriek  out  amaz'd  at  the  new  Pangs  they  feel, 

And  dread  the  Echoes  of  the  Sound. 

The  lofty  Wretch  arm'd  and  array  "d 
In  gaudy  Pride  finks  down  his  impious  Head, 
Plunges  in  dark  Defpair,  and  mingles  with  the  Dead. 

XL 

Now,  Mufe,  afliime  a  fofter  Strain, 
Now  footh  the  Sinner's  raging  Smart, 
Borrow  of  GOUGE  the  wond'rous  Art 
To  calm  the  furging  Confcience,  and  allwage  the  Pain; 
He  from  a  bleeding  God  derives 
Life  for  the  Souls  that  Guilt  had  (lain, 
And  itrait  the  dying  Rebel  lives, 

The  Dead  arife  again  ; 
The  opening  Skies  almofl  obey 
His  powerful  Song  ;  a  heavenly  Ray, 

P.  2  Awakes 
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Awakes  Defpair  to  Light,  and  fheds  a  chearful  Day ; 

His  wond'rous  Voice  rolls  back  the  Spheres, 

Recals  the  Scenes  of  ancient  Years,. 
To  make  the  Saviour  known  ;. 

Sweetly  the  flying  Charmer  roves 

Thro'  all  his  Labours  and  his  Lovef, 
The  Anguiih  of  his  Crofs,  and  Triumphs  of  his  Throne. 

XII. 
Come,  he  myites  our  Feet  to  try 
The  deep  Afcent  of  Calvary, 
And  fets  the  fatal  Tree  before  our  Eye  : 
See  here  Celeftial  Sorrow  reigns ; 
Rude  Nails  and  ragged  Thorns  lay  by, 
Ting'd  with  the  Crimfon  of  Redeeming  Vein*, 
In  wond'rous  Words  he  fung  the  vital  Flood 
Where  all  our  Sins  were  drown'd, 
Words  fit  to  heal  and  fit  to  wound, 
Jharp  as  the  Spear,  and  balmy  as  the  Blood- 
In  his  Difcourfe  divine 
Afrefh  the  purple  Fountain  flow'd ; 
Our  falling  Tears  kept  fympathetic  Time, 
And  trickled  to  the  Ground, 
While  every  Accent  gave  a  doleful  Sound, 
Sad  as  the  breaking  Heart-firings  of  th'  expiring  God. 

XIII. 
Down  to  the  Manfions  of  the  Dead, 
With  trembling  Joy  our  Souls  are  led, 
The  Captives  of  his  Tongue ; 
There  the  dear  Prince  of  Light  reclines  his  Head 
Darknefs  and  Shade*  among. 

Wirk 
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With  pleafing  Horror  we  furvey 

The  C  :he  Tomb, 

Where  the  belov'd  Redeemer  lay, 

:  Perfume. 
Hark,  the  eld  Earthquake  roars  again 
In  GOUGE  :  Voices  and  breaks  the  Chail 
Of  heavy  Death,  and  rends  the  Tombs ! 
The  Ruing  Gdd  !  he  comes,  he  comes, 
With  Throngs  of  waking  Saunt:,  a  long  :ri.  :r.ph:ng  Trair.. 

XIV. 
See  the  bright  Squadrons  of  the  Sky, 
Downward  on  Wings  of  Joy  and  Hafte  they  fly, 
Meet  their  returning  Sovereign,  and  attend  him  hL 
A  mining  Car  the  Cor.  nils, 

Form'd  of  a  golden  Cloud  ; 
Slowly  the  Pomp  moves  up  the  azure  Hi.. 

Old  Satan  foams  and  yells  aloud, 
And  gnaws  :h"e:=rnal  1. :.:":  th..t  :  ....  : :  :h.  '-Vheels. 

res  of  Bliis  receive  their  King, 
The  Father- God  fmiles  on  his  Son, 
ic  Honoars  he  has  won, 
The  lofty  Thrones  adore,  and  lit:1.-  Chcruba  fing 
Behold  him  on  his  native  Throne, 

aft  upon  his  He 
DrcVd  in  new  Light,  and  beamy  Robes, 

d  rolls  on  the  Seafons,  and  the  mining  Globes, 
And  d>,  and  Regions  of  the  Dead. 

V. 
GOUGE 1  to  the  Realm  below, 
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Bright  the  Credentials  he  could  fhow, 
And  thoufands  own'd  the  Seal. 

His  hallowed  Lips  could  well  impart 

The  Grace,  the  Promife,  and  Command : 
He  knew  the  Pity  of  ImmanueVs  Heart, 

And  Terrors  of  JEHO  VAM\  Hand.      , 

How  did  our  Souls  ftart  out  to  hear 

The  Embaifies  of  Love  he  bare, 

While  every  Ear  in  Rapture  hung 
Upon  the  charming  Wonders  of  his  Tonguee 
Life's  bufy  Cares  a  facred  Silence  bound, 

Attention  Hood  with  all  her  Powers, 

With  fixed  Eyes  and  Awe  profound, 

Chain'd  to  the  Pleafure  of  the  Sound, 
Nor  knew  the  flying  Hours. 

XVI. 

But  O  my  Everlafting  Grief! 
Heaven  has  recalPd  his  Envoy  from  our  Eyts, 

Hence  Deluges  of  Sorrow  rife, 

Nor  hope  th'  impoflible  Relief. 

Ye  Remnants  of  the  facred  Tribe 

Who  feel  the  Lofs,  come  fhare  the  Smart, 
And  mix  your  Groans  with  mine  : 

Where  is  the  Tongue  that  can  defcribe 

Infinite  Things  with  equal  Art, 
Or  Language  fo  divine  ? 

Our  Paflions  want  the  heavenly  Flame, 
Almighty  Love  breathes  faintly  in  our  Songs, 
And  awful  Threatnings  languifh  on  our  Tongues ; 

HOWE  is  a  great  but  fingle  Name : 
Amidft  the  Crowd  he  Hands  alone ; 

Stand* 
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Stands  yet,  but  with  his  ftarry  Pinions  on, 
Dreft  for  the  Flight,  and  ready  to  be  gone, 

Eternal  God,  command  his  Stay, 

Stretch  the  dear  Months  of  his  Delay  ; 
O  we  could  wifh  his  Age  were  one  immortal  Day  ? 

But  when  the  flaming  Chariot's  come, 
And  mining  Guards,  t'  attend  thy  Prophet  home, 

Amidft  a  thoufand  weeping  Eyes, 
Send  an  Elijha  down,  a  Soul  of  equal  Size, 
O  burn  this  worthlefs  Globe,  and  take  us  to  the  Skies. 
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